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TO THE 

SUBSCRIBERS. 



XT'E gen'rous Patrons of a Female's Mufe, 
'Ere you my Works with ftudious eye perufe, 
My pen would firft in humble ftrains impart 
The genuine difiates of a grateful heart : 

Thanks to my Friends — and (hould my labours 

. pleafe, 
Crown'd are my wiCbcs, and my heart's at eafe ; 
My time improv'd, my mufing hours well fpent, 
If thcfe confpire to give my friend content : 
But Seward f Steele^ or Moret * hope not to fee. 
With gentle candour read I'he Author's Plea.f 
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POEMS 

ON 

VARIOUS OCCASIONS. 

THE 

author's plea. 

I^X 7H0, with a Critic's eye, this book 

runs o'er, 
Dete£ls perhaps, a thoufand faults, and more, 
Impartially the Author's Plea muft hear. 
And then perhaps will ceafe to be fevere# 

B When 



2 p o E lyi s. 

When reafon firft adorn'd my infant mind. 
To books and poetry my heart inclin'd, 
And as my years advanc'd, the paflion grew. 
And fair ideas rpupd my fancy flew. 
The Mufes feem'd to ^ojurt me for their friend. 
But fortune would not to their fuit attend ; 
She underflood who proper fubjefts were, 
To hold a convetfe with thefe aiiy fair. 
Mud be poflefs'd at lead of independence^ 
That to the Mufes they may give attendance ; 
By books and ftudy fru6lify the mind. 
And lead the genius where it was inclin'd ; 
The inaufpicious Dame, deny'd that I, 
Should tjius, where Nature*^ felf inclin'd, apply ; 
For fhe percipivy » I 4id the Xf ufe befrieqd, 
And could my days Jin contemplation fpend ; 

Yet 
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Itet fo c6ntrad«d» circumfcrib'd my line, 
I pai6is?d — if to difcard the tuneful Nine. 

Now duty calls my thoughts a different way, 
Jufti<^ enjoins ; I muft her call obey. 
So, liuhen the Mufeft come on anxious wing. 
Some pleafing fubjeft to my fancy bring ; 
I bid them fly where peaceful leifure refls, 
^Tis vain in me to eiitertaiA fach guefta : 
I'hey oft affe6i a deafnefs,* draw more near, 
Dqclare that they can no repulfes bear ; 
Demand admittance, vow they are inclin'd 
To ftay, till they imprint it on my mind. 
Sometimes they are lefs bold, more ftiily come, 
And with indiflPrence afk if I'm at home. 
If duty will admit, I afk them in> 
When fome engaging converfe they begin ; 

B 2 But 



4 POEMS. 

But erCi perhaps, the converfation's o'cr,^ 
Duty commands that we converfc no more : 
Now duty's call, I never niuft refufe, 
I rife, — and with a figh myfelf excufc ; 
Tell them I muft withdraw a- while, and when 
Duty admits I will return again. 
Sometimes, till I return, they deign to flay ; 
Sometimes they take offence, and fly away, 
And never on thal'fubje^ yifit more ; 
But bid me fate's contracted hand deplore. 
Thus what the Author to the world prefents. 
Appears through numberief^ impediments ; 
And what of praifc, or of difpraife, you view^ 
To Nature and the Mufe is wholly due ; 
This, (he prefumes, will candid minds fuflSce, 
And for her each defeA apologife* 

O N 
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■ ON 

LOVE and WINE. 

WRITTEN By 

Defire of P, G. Escu of Winchester- 
— ^ — 

A^OME, defcena, ye gentle* Nine f 
Be -Cupid too and Venus there r 
When I fing of Love and Wine 

Let Bacchus to toy fong repair. - 

«*--■■* '■' -■ 

Love of ev'ry theirie the beft. 

Where this celeftial paiCon reigns; 

Oh ! the houfe, the heart, how bleft. 
Soft lilkeor bands are Hymen^ chains ? 

B 3 Love 
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6 POEMS, 

Love will cv'ry fault cotmtAi •^'' '** T . .\ 

t 

With kindnefs each defefl pafs o'er: 
Generoufly each good reveal^ • 
And the minuteft grace explore. 

Thofe who wed for naught but gold, 
As well may marble rocks unite, 

In their flinty rocks enfold. 

And know Love's rapt'rous fofl^elight* 

But when hands in wedlock join^ 

And their twin'd hearts unite in Love; 

Peace is thcir's, and joys divioe. 
Next to thofe which reign above^ 



And (hould more ji^ifpicious. fate 
Bellow another bleffin^ ftpl ; 



Deign 



^A 



P O EM S. 

Deign pur comforts to complete. 

Our boards with wine and plenty filL 

Wine will cheer the languid heart, - 

And Love e^ch angry thought controul ; 

All that nature a{ks, impart. 
And fill with paradife the foul» 
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WRITTEN 

By the Defire of the Mifs B— S, 
Of fFINCHESTER, \ 

ON THEIR 

Parting with Mr. and Mrs. G — N. 



A H ! gloomy, inaufpicious day, 

Which tears our charming friends avray, 

Which bids us from our G n part. 

And (lamps their abfence on our heart ! 

Adieu, ye lovely happy pair. 
Who all the focial comforts fliare; 

Love 



POEMS. 

Love, joy, and calm tranquillity, > 
Compofie our bleft fociety. 

With you what happy hours we've fpenf, 
In pieafure, mirth, and fwcet content; 

• I '■ " ■ . r ■ . ■■ ■ 

Alas ! \1iofe pleafing days are o'er. 
And you the B s blefs no more. 

But abfence fKall hot daiiJp our flame, 
Friendfliip's pure lamp (hall burii the fame ; 
And while we have an ear, to hear. 
The name of G h fliall be dear. 



TO 
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TO A 

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 

WHO PRESENTED THE 

• . ' f , 

AUTHOR WITH A POEM, /^ 
IN COMMENDATION OF HER SINGINC^ 

^ . 

/^OULD I^ arch.yx>ulb^ your flatt'xing l\xm 

•belicvCf 
Were not your fex too fubjeft to deceive, 
J, like a credulous, uptbkJcing nuiid^ 
Might be to thoughts of vanity betray'd ; 
But, confcious my dull pipe no merit claimsf 
My foul, like a ftem oak, unmov'd remains. 
Were I alTur'd that what thofe lines impart 
Was quite the genuine language of your heart, 

It 



POEMS. tt 

It furely would demonfirate a defe6l; 
Which in my friend I wifti not to deted» 
You^: fenfe and judgment 'twould at once deciy. 
And prove you praife you know not what 

nor why. 
Put I efteem your fenfe and penetration^ 
And thus conclude from that confideration^ 
That all th' emoluments you on me beftow, 
I to your fkill in irony muft owe; 
Your fex are quite proficients in this fchool. 
And may elate the vain unwary fool. 



I 



While I good-nature in my friend admire ; 
While grace and perfpicuity confpire 
To mate him all a parent can defire, 
Yet would I fay, as to the friend I love, 
FoJMione fo good, but he may ftill improve. 

Would 
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Would you be thought a pleafing hopeful youth, 
Let all you write or fpeak be grac'd with truth* ' 
Truth with refplendent.luftre (hews her face. 
While faUhood {kulks, and finks in black difgrace. 
As you advance in years, in virtue grow. 
So fhall you her tranfcendant bleflings know. 
Virtue and wifdom are entwined friends ; 1 
Who virtue gains, true wifdom apprehends; 
Hcav'n guards his feet, and peace his fteps 
attends. 
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SPOKEN 
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SPOKEN EXTJEMPORE 

■f-o' A 

YOUNG LAD Y 

Whofe Name was 

ORGAN, 

On her Return Home after a few Months 
Abfence. 

TTTHEN tuneful inftruments appear. 

They indicate fome pleafure near, 
Aiidllf an Organ we behold. 
It doth a facred theme unfold; 
It's one, it's chief, it's grand defign. 
Is to break forth in fongs divine. 

C Welcome, 
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Welcome, fair inftrument of praife. 
Thy prefence (hall our fpirits raife; 
And tjhat thou art prefcrv'd fix)m ill, . 
Art an unblemifh'd Organ flill; 
That, cv'ry pipe's in tune, rejoice. 
And we'll accprd in heart and voiced 



THE 



.{ 1$ ) 

TfiE 

W O M A N's 

,'ORNAME.NT. 



O YLVIA, as you defcend from line to line, 

I know your judgiqent will concur with mine. 
Should paflxon with your better thoughts contend. 
In Reafon's empire I've infur'd a friend. 
While I attempt, tho* in a feeble ftrain, 
My fex'sbrighteft ornament t' explain. 

It centers not in yon' unthinking lafs, 
Who murders half her moments at the glafs ; 

C 2 That 
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That well drcft cap, or better frizzled head. 
With ricTieJf peirlklnd tovAftg plu^ltb^ettpfiii, 
That lovely eafy fliap^ pr graceful air. 
Which at the ball eclipfes all the Fair ; 
That 'Angel's fa^e, who&beautepushues^i^clofe. 
The fnowy lilly, or the blufliing rofe ; 
With iWry ti^li^ -of Hioie^ bewit-chiiv^ eyes. 
Before whofe luftre ev'ry brilliant dies ; 
With voice harmonious, or enchanting tongue. 
With pointed wit; or elocution bung; . i ; * .: 
With:thife# O Sylvia { you «iay be HqptJflt^"' 
Yet want the peari whldi makes you. truly gr/eat. 

But can yp^:boa(l oi^- wi^aJxh ^md fipre of goli^^? 
In yoU| fbn3e:fordi4. minds the gem behold; ; 
Poffeft.of this,; you'U. iwet each fwain's refpeft. 
It .ftiapgely: tjiira^r tp be^u^ty each defe6l, . 

Makes 
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Make* prudence, virtue, fenfe, and merit flow. 

From ground where folly, vice, and malice grow. 
•'- - - ...... 

But one eftee©ll the wifclt of. the .wife, 

Beheld our Jex's worth, with other eyes. 

And her pronounces, of the pearl poffeft. 

Who's with a meek axkL quiet fpirit bleft, 

Whofe foul retains found judgment^ fblid fenfe. 

And virtue, with religion's noble fence ; 

An humble, generous, free, exalted mind. 

From all the grdffer fentirfiettts refin'd ; 

An heart fincere, fedafe," — riot a^t to' roam, 

A mind domeftic, ever beft at home* 

Be this my lot, my 'noble portion this. 

And lo ! I alk for no fuperior Wifs. 
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CREDU- 
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/..:•. . .■; ;";*:/ ,'/i!'.i 'jT.A',*' w.i.ji'fg ;ii .-i'-l 

C R E D U i- i A'^8^ 

complain¥. ' 
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A H ! why thefe tears, — this rifing figl^^ 
Thcfc fpft impreffions, yet ; 
Cannot fu^h Qiatcblef& ^ei;£cly 
Compel pie to fo^gf^t? _ 

Ye rural walks, ye verdant meads. 

Ye folitary: bowers;. . j 

Beneath your foft alluring (hades 
IVe kiird unnumbered bours« 



From 



Perfidio'* jX9W% /^W f>i . . ' i . '. 
Perhaps you'll pity my diftrefs. 
For, you hd^v^^.h^^ji ^W^ 2^11% ■ 



.*« 



Ah! with:.w^at t«Br?;4id»:h^ l»voke> 
What fighjS J my^ Ipy^ iiaaplor^ ? ; : . : 

A thoufand tender things he fpoke, 
Andr l99)c!d a^.,ti^uf}^ ^pi^ 



; i- . 



'Ere (he that hearts could giy^i - 
Till Cupid (hot that fatal dart. 
Which \^d PupiDxp; liy«« 



Now word* were: wanting tO; exprels 
The tranfporta of his &ulj. . 



He 
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He hop'd no more^^*— muft die wkh lefe^- 
Her will fhould his^ cohtrbul* 

^ .; : . y '; -^- ^' '-'- . •*• -- ^ 

Still more as with her converfe bleft^ 

The gentle flame increas'd; 
'Twas Paradife within his brea'ft. 

When her his arms embrac'd. ' 

And (hould Ihe ever pr6ve unkind, 

Or with another wed; 
He'd tifpm changef his^' ftedfefl ^ taitid, o — 

But join the- peaceful dead) - 

I heard^ nor did' the fraud detleft, ' 
The treacherous fwain believ'd. 

Nor once did my weaii heifrt fufpefl, 
Z e'er (hould be deceiv'ci. > • 

^ But 
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But fuch I was: — ^Yet ftill the tear 

Unwilling fills my eye, 
And flill I fiiidlfali^ iniigtf here, 
•r Aff^^ ftili I heave arfighi" 
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But rife^- my fouj, with Juft difd^n, 
Dilcard the guilty youth, 

ivfor' let him give thy borom pain, 
Who flies the path" of truth. 



\:.:i jiij 
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ON T H El : 

MARRIAGE 

O P A 

L A D y, 

To whom the Author was Bride-MakL 

A S the light bark on the tempeftuous fea, 
Tofs'd to and fro, from dangers never free; 
Difmay*d with fear, and mov'd with ev'ry blaft, 
Tiir in a port her anchor's firmly caft ; 
So oft is mov'd man's flu&uating mind. 
Till it in wedlock a fafe harbour find; 
Here, if the Soul meets but her deftin'd mate. 
Her joys arc full, her happinefs compleat. 
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Be this your happy Iqt^ my lovely friend, 
W}ibfe titiptial rites I this, glad mom attend; 
Whofe liumble, gentle mind for peace was Horn, 
Whom virtue, love, and innocence adorn* 
Celeftial graces dignify thy foul. 
While pure religion all thy ways controuL 
Thefe noble virtues which in thee abound. 
Are haply in thy lov'd Philander found. 
His heirt fincere, his temper foft and mild. 
Nor torn by anger, nor with art -beguil'd. 
Such gentle hearts alone (hould join their hands. 
And find that Hymen^'s chains are filken bands. 

Their " emulation's not who'll reign fupremc. 
But who (hall loVe the moft, — be moft ferene. 
Remote from vanity and worldly toys. 
Each feeks with each for more fubftantial joys. 

Tranquility 
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Trajoquility '{hall \n their boyders dwell. 
Nor difcord once Upproach their ipba^€|£Dcl dcU; 
Bqtiinutuaily ea^h other's gtief th^jr'll bear. 
As muttntlljr each other's. Joys will ihaiie« 

T|ius, my Jov'd friend, may you for. ever 
prove,' . :! . 

The foft delight of hafmony- and love; » 

May ev'ry bleffing you can afk of heay'n. 
To conftitute -your hajjpinefs be giy'n ; 
If .heav'n befto.vSf -with joy receive the grize, . 
If Jbeav'n witholds, 'tis bcft what hcav'n denies^ 
Thus fweetly may you pafs your future life. 
Nor oucp xepent that ypu became.;^ jvife;. 
That you declii>'d th^ pjeafiug yiame of B-j-^-cq^ 
And that alone preferr'd of J^ — rag — m, _ ^ , 

FROM 



( 35 ) 



FROM 



EUSEBIA to FIDELIO. 



E 



RE you> FiDKL;io, thefe foft lines fiball 



view. 



We {hall have fpoke that painful word, adieu ! 
I know the anguifti of your faithful hearty 
I know you thought it morie than death to part ; 
But now 'tis done;-i-4he dreaded trial's o'er. 
Your lov'd EusEBiA, you behold no more. 
No more on willing feet together walk. 
Or of our joys or of our forrows talk; 
When each, as to a friend iincere and kind, 
Difclos'd the fond emotions of the mind. 

D Days, 
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Daysi weeks, and months muft in fucceffion glide, 

'£re you, again, will join Eusebia's fide. 

O'er hills and dales, (he takes her diftant 

, flight, 
And mountain tops obfcure her from your 

fight ; 
Long lanes, and fields, and meadows dbath'd.in 

green. 
And many a weary ftep, lies now between. 
Perhaps, 'ere this, a tear bedews your eye. 
And your fad bofom heaves a tender figh ; 
But fpare your tears, of this your heart affure. 
Mine eyes enough for you and I procure. 
So let no doubts your conftant heart affail. 
For none but you, Fidelio, (hall prevail. 
Shou'd Heav'n advance me to the higheft fphere. 
You only are, and ever (hall be dear. 

That 
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That gen'rous hearty which fought not gold, 

but me, 
Shall meet its equal, noble, gen'rous, free* 
If fortune fmiles, I may again return. 
And bid my juft Fidelio ceafe to mourn. 
Our conftant hearts, our willing hands (hall join, 
Thy lov'd EusEBiA (hall be wholly thine. 
But if on earth we ne'er ftiall tneet again. 
In this afflidive world of grief and pain ; 
If Heav'n, alj-wife, erefts my nuptial bed. 
Within the peaceful regions of the dead, 
I hope to meet you in that world above. 
Where it will be adjudg'd no crime to love : 
Where fortune cannot frown, nor friends difmay, 
£ut all be joy through one eternal day. 
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ON THE 

MARRIAGE 

O F 

Capt, A to Mifs R . 

'TT'E Nymphs of Helicon, attend my lyre^ 

While all the feather'd Chorifters confpire. 
In notes celeftial to falute the momi 
When Sylvia doth the nuptial rites adorn. 
See Cupid's Sylphs, and Goddeffes defcend ; 
Venusi and all her gentle train attend ; 
While ev'ry flagrant flow'r appears in bloom. 
And minds moft penfive difllpate their gloom* 
All happy in this nuptial joy to ftiare. 
And each congratiilates the happy pair. 

The 
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The happy pair who Iock!d in Hymen's bands. 
United hearts, 'ere they united hands. 

Orenzo's heart, to martial fields enufd, 
Who all the hoftile afts of war endur'd. 
One tender look from Sylvia quite difarms ; 
But Where's the bofojn can withftand fuch 

charms? 
When beauty, grace, and innocence combin'd, 
T' infpire the foul, and captivate the mind. 
Who proof remains, 'gainft cannons, balls, and 

fire. 
May by one glance from Sylvia's eyes expire. 
Thofe lovely eyes emitted fuch a dart. 
As made a conqueft of Oiienza's ^heart.; 
A noble conqueft, worthy of the Fair, 
Who in his future joys and grief will Xliare. 
D 3 How 
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How bled the fwaln, of fuch a bride pdfleft ! 
The nymph ally'd to fuch a fwain, how bleft t 
Long may you live,— connubial life adorn ; 
Yea, live to blefs the children yet untom ; 
Live, — and no other emulation know. 
But who the greateft tendernefs (hall fhbw: 
And when fair Sylvia feels a mother*s care. 
May {he a mother's confolation fhare ; 
May ev'ry tender branch that fhall be giv'n. 
Be fruSify'd with all the gifts of Heav'n. 

While Sylvia, who by good example's taught, 
Whofe mind is by maternal wifdom fraught. 
With fuch inftruftion, as, purfu'd through Kfe, 
Will grace the mother and adorn the ^ife. 
Fair Sylvia will, with notions moft refin*d, 
DireA their ileps, and cultivate the mind. 

Orsmzo 
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OlRiNKo too, n^ith a paternal heart. 
Will all that's ufeful, kind, or good, impart. 
Thus, with each joy, and focial comfort bleft. 
Each mom they'll rife, and eve retire to reft. 

Should duty, loyalty, ot war's ajanps, ; 
Demand ORENzo.£rom his Sylvia's arms. 
With rage redoubl'd, he'll engage the foe. 
And fink them fwiftly down to (hades below ; 
Bid each the fatal cotifequences prove, ' 
MVho dares detaih the heto from Wfe l6te. 
Thus conq'ring more by Cupid than by Matt*, 
Fly to his Fair triumphant from the wars ; - 
Find in htt virtuous aims that fweet re^aft, * 
Which lawlefs fibeitines can nevir tafte; 
Her ev*ry look (hall joys fublimc creat^^ 
And make a Paradife of his retreat. 

ON 



< 3^ > 



ON THE 

Death of Mrs. MAYBERY, of 
BRECON: 

Who died fuddenly in the. Abfence of 

John Maybjery, Efq. 

^ 

AND can it be? and is her fpirit fled? 
Is deay Ophelia numbered with the dead.? 
Are ail the days of her probation pad ! 
And. is her die unalterably caft ! 
Heart piercing thought — ^flow tears from ev'ry eye, 
While ev'ry bpfom rifes with a figh. 
What goodnefs, prudence, wifdom, laid in duft, 
Ahi Who the ^eateft potentate can truft.? 

Where's 
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Whore's he, cotdd I each mortars Aamfi: re« 
hearfe, . ; 

Who pow'r hath igaiki^d this itntcnce tO' it-- 
Terie? 

Obdtixate King — ^Itbfatiable Death ! 
Who thus a period puts to mortal's breath;. 
By thy rude hand no deference is paidr 
Greatnefs with indigence in duft is laidf 
Deftiu6lion is eflentlal to thy name. 
And all thy direful aas thy pow'r proclaim. 
What hopes are fpolMI What near cwiBfeflioas 

br6ke ! 
By this thy ifuddcn, unreJeriting ftrokef 
The life' deftroy'd, the valuable fife' 
Of miftrefs, lifter, daughter, mother, wife. 



See 
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See her domeftics^ who her goodnefs knewj 

Pour forth the tribute to her merit due; 

While weeping fillers bath'd in teai^ remain. 

And fighing hrothers fcarce their grief fuftain. 

While tender, aged parents' hearts o'erflow. 

Nor joy, nor reft, nor confolation know. 

While duteous children, fent her by the 
Ijord, 

In fruillefs tears^ the mournful day record* 

And then behold, but ah! what heart can gueis 

The grief profound, the depth of that diftreis, 

.Which feiz'd at once the partner of her bed, 

When told his wife, his other felf was dead? 

Trembling tnet^inks, with ev'ry thought amaz'd, 

Aftonifli'd at the meffenger he gaz'd ! 

The vital ilream congeals in cv'ry vein. 

While fcarcely fpirits, ftrength, or life remain* 

Anxious 
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Anxious at once the whole dread fcene to know» 
Yet dreads to hear what will increafe his woe. 
At length infonn'd— delug'd in grief he lies. 
Nor hopes redrefs, but from his weeping 

eyes. 
He calls the friendly tear to eafe his grief: 
But thefe recoil, nor deign to give relief. 
Thus with an heart overborne, and fpirits broke. 
He finks beneath th' intolerable ftroke. 
He ruminates — at length the filence breaks. 
And thus methinks, in penfivfs accents fpeaks : 
** Alas! for me, my happier days are o'er, 
I hear the voice — behold the face no more 
Of her, my friend, my beft belov*d, my wife, 
The joy, fupport, and comfort of my life; 
The tender mother of my progeny, 
The prudent miftrefs of my family; 

How 
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How many uCeful years might (he have fpent^ 
To blefs thofe children, which by Heav'n ate knt. 
To guide their feet, inculcate filial fear. 
While ev'ry look maternal love did bear? 
Her fenfe with prudence order'd all within. 
When I, for weeks and months have abfent been. 
My help-mate fhe, who with fuperior grace, 
Adorn'd the miftrefs, wife and mother's place**^ 
Thus mourns her fpoufe, while numbers fwell 

the^ cry, 
Who knew her worth, will not a tear deny : 
A tear of fympathy for thofe diftreft, 
Whofe wants her fiiendly hand fo oft redreft^ 
And 'twere but juft in thofe, if in return. 
With grateful tears they wafh'd Ophelia's urn. 
Thus (hew the noble, truly gen'rous few, 
Th* unfeign'd refpeft to their lov'd mem'ry due. 

TO 



( 37 ) • 

: TO A 

Youth inclinable to Gaiety, 

A T 
His Departure from the Author's Family. 

T^ AYS, weeks, and months are gone and paft. 

This morning ufhers in the lafl, 
The laft, — that ever we, my friend. 
May in one habitation fpend: 
But 'ere we part, my friendly mufe 
Wou'd kindly this precaution ufe. 

You now are juft in manhood's dawn^' 
And flow'ry profpefts deck the lawa; 

E ' Wealth, 
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Wcalthf pleafux^i ftrength, and length of 
days. 

With joyful hope, your mind furveys^ 

But let your heart receive this tnrth. 

Ten thoufand fnares are laid for youth; 

Ten thoufand fins, in pleafure's drefs. 

Each youth will to their bofom prefs. 

One fin calls here, another there. 

And youth, too oft, incline an ear. 

The foft, delufive voice to hear. 



■I 



Regard then, this, my parting breath, 
Thofe flow*ry paths lead down to death, 
And when you are from me remote, 
With gay companions, void of thought ; 
When you (hall hear their tongues profane 
The great Jehovah's facred name, 

And 
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And you, perhaps, with them (hall jom 
To imprecate the wrath divine, 
Tho* no reproving friend is near. 
Remember God himfelf is there. 
Xet recolleftion then relate. 
What oft you>e heard a friend repeat, 
Confcience ftiall ev'ry truth atteft. 
And own each admonition juft ; 
She will a faithful diary keep, 
Tho* oft we think fhe's lulled to ffeep. 
But Ah ! fhould death your foul overtake, 
You'd find the treach'rous dame awake; 
But this obfcure, this laft fad day. 
Youth fliuns, and puts it far away. 
But come, or foon, or late that hour. 
We know we all muft feel it's powV. 



E 2 fkh 
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7'his long expefted period's come. 
As certain that^ v^hich feals our doom. 
Which ftabs our vitals, — flops our breath. 
And clofes up our eyes in death, 
Which makes us bid the world Adieu!. 
And brings eternity to view; 
Which hails us partners of the fky. 
Or bids us down to horror fly: 
Then fhall your heart thefe lines approve. 
And know that all I meant was love. 






WRITTEN [ 
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WRITTEN . 

To a Friend^ on going to Itchen, 

About Five j^iles from Winchester : 

To fee a Country Scat belonging to the 
DuKfi of Chandos. 



A Friendly party, of one mind. 
Were for a pleafure-day inclin'd, 
Forfook tbeii beds on Thurfday morn^ 
When each their perfon did adorn 
With raiment proper for the day,. 
And in high fpirits drove away.. 
The mom did a bad day portend,. 
Bid fome unwelcome (how'rs defcend : 

E3 But 
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Sut fable clouds now difappear. 

And azure decks the atmofphere; 

Phoebus expands his golden rays. 

And all the rural fweets difplays; 

And that my friend the whele may know, 

We to a place call'd Ithcen go; 

Where with an honeft batchelor. 

We meet with good and hearty cheer. 

Sincere, ingenuous, plain and free. 

No needlefs compliment had he. 

Each welcome, what he lik'd to chxffe. 

And each as welcome to refufe. 

A while we after dinner fat. 

Engaged in inoffenfive chat. 

Then arm in arm, in pairs we ftalk. 

And to his Grace's manfion walk. 



Here 
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Here, each apartment we behold, 
Doth fomething of the Duke unfold. 
Magnificence decks ev'ry place. 
And fpeaks Ihe owner is his Grace. 
Some ancient portraits caught my eye. 
Which bid my bofom heave a figh, 
For Ah! thofeonce lov*d forms with rep- 
tiles lie* 
When we had view'd the manfion o'er. 
Park, garden, fifh-ponds, and much more. 
Our feeble frames begin to tire. 
And fome xefrefliment we require. 
We now approach the humble cell, 
Wherein our ruftic friend' doth dwell r 
Here, fiU'd with new ideas, we 
Regale us with a di(h of tea. 



Some 



m 
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Some hours yet remain unfpent, 
And pleafure was our fole Intent; 
So that we may the fame increafe^ 
Refolv'd the chryftail ftream to trace, 
Forthwith into a boat we go. 
And up and down the river row. 
See the glad fifhes £ri£k and play. 
And feem as bled, and pleas'd as they*. 

Re-ent'ring now, ojur,, friends retreat,. 
To make his bounty quite compkat^ 
A pleafant fyllabub we find. 
When each may drink, who is inclined;. 

Phoebus now haftens to the weft. 
We think to hafien home is beft; 
So, parting with our gen'rous friend,. 
Wishing each blifs may him attend, 

£nte£ 
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Enter our carriage, drive away,. 
Beftow encomiums on the day. 
None feem'd inclining to relent, 
Each had a day of pleafure fpent; 
Thus chatting on, 'till we alight. 
And bid each other a good night. 

Thankful, we all are fafe and well. 
And that no ill has usbcfel; 
Each to their dwelling go their way. 
And thus concludes our pleafurc-day» 
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,^ft igfefeg- j^S^/S^ ^'^g^.'^ifl^ -^[^g^l^^ -t^jPfcl'g^^ 

A 

P O E M, 

OCCASIONED 

By a Lad/s doubting whether the Authoif 
Compofed an Elegy, 

To which her Name is affixed* 

^ 

TF Lady B will condefcend 

To read thefe lines which I have pcnn*d^ 
Perhaps it may her doubts confute. 
And (hell po more my word difpute^ 
But own I may the Author be. 
Of what fhe did on Sunday fee^ 

Tou'd hate a bafc perfidious youth> 
Such my difguft to all untruth, 

A gcn'rous 
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A geu'cous tnind is never prone 
To claim ,a merit not her own: 
I would difdain t' affi^ .my name 
To that, which ia another's ' claim* 
Of beaut'ous form Heav'n made me not, 
(Nor has foil affluence been my lot,) 
But fix'd me in an humbler ftatjon. 
Than thoie at court in higheil lafhioni 
But there are beauties of the mind. 
Which are not to the grett confined ^ 
Wifdom does not ere6l her feat 
Always in palaces of ftate^ 
This bleffing Heav'n difpenfes round, 
She's fometimes in a cottage found, 
And tho* (he is a gueft majeftic. 
May deign to dwell in a domeftic* 

Yet, 
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Yet, of this great celeftial gueft, 
I dare not boaft myfelf poffeft. 
But this wou'd reprefent to you, . 
As Wifdoin does, the Mufes do. 
No dePrence (hew to wealth or eafe. 
But pay their yifits as they pleafe. 
Sometimes they deign to call oh xne, 
And tune' . my . mirid to poetry ; 
But ah! the);r're fled, 1*11 drop my pen. 
Nor raife it till they call again* 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN 

By Deiire of a Mother, 

ON THE 

Death of an only Child. 

A S with delight we view the op'ning rofe 
Expand, and all hex fragrant fweets difclofe. 
So did Materna view her lovely maid. 
In all her charms of innocence array'd. 
Oft had her little all, her only child. 
The tedious hour with pleafing chat beguil'd; 
But Heav'n, all-good, and mfinitely wife, 
Remov'd this darling idol to the {kies» 

F 'Ere 
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•£re her young heart had been obdur*d by fin, 
Or guilt, tormenting fiend, could brood therein ; 
'Ere (he arriv'd at years that might deftroy. 
By one faife fiep, a tender mother*s joy. 

Behold {be foars to yon' celeftial fields^ 
Where ev'ry plant aetherial odour yields; 
With pitying eye, rethinks (he looks below, 
Commifferates a tender mother's woe. 
Bids her dejefted heart from earth retire. 
And all her future thoughts ^to Heav'n afpire. 

Prepare, Ihe cries, — ^preparje to meet the bleft, 
And join your Sally in eternal reft. 



A POEM 
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A 
POEM for CHILDREN-- 

O N 

Cruelty to the Irrational Creation. 

t A » ■ 
/^H! what a cruel, wicked thing, 
For me who am a little king,* 
To give my haplefs fubjefts pain, 
And make them groan beneath my reign. 

Were I a chafer, and could fly. 
Ah! (hould I not with anguifti cry, 
Should naughty children take a pin 
And run me through, to make me fpin? 

F 2 Were 

^ See Psalm viii. 6. 
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Were I a bird, took from my neft,. 
Should I not think myfelf oppreft^ 
If tofs'd about in wanton play. 
Till maim'd and faint I die away? 

Now, and when Tm a bigger boy,. 
Let cruelty my heart annoy, 
Becaufe it is a dreadful evil. 
That only fits me for the DcviK 

If I muft* ought of life deprive,' 
The quickcfl way I will contrive, 
To flop the tremVling vl6lim's breath. 
And give it little pain in death. 

rU not torment a dog or cat, 
A toad, a viper, or a rat ; 

They*i 
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Tfaejfte form^ by an 'Almighty hand, 
And fprung tp^Jife- at his command* 

,Hli A J 3 •2:: I ' 

A bull, a horfe, yea every creature. 

Of the moft mild or favage nature, 

. r ^ . j: . . I - ; . \ 

Were kindly given for my ufe, 
' BTut never' ' meant for ' my abufe. 

Good men, thy holy word attefts. 
Are kind and tender to their bcafts; 
May! -I.be tnercifvfl and kind. 
That I. with thee may m^rcy find J 



ON. 
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ON THE 

DEATH of Mrs. BLAKE, 

■ . ..■ ..- ,> ... ■ ,. .;.. .' 

of 
CROCKHORN: ' 

Who died in a Week after being delivered, .erf the 
Sixth Child. 

— <>— 

TT THAT eye forbids a tear, what heart a 

FJy fome a ufpicious -angel, quickly* fly f'. 
The ftroke too poignant is for 'man toT^ear, 
If fome celeftial comfort be not there* 
How anxioufly the loy'd Eusebius ftands. 
To Heav*n in pray'r lifts up his ardent hands^ 
That when the trying period fiiall arrive. 
The dear A^ata be preferv'd alive- 
- " -At 
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At length the hour advances, Heav'n feems kind, 

An^ lo ! ai lovely infant foon we find ^ 

The dear maternal friend bids fair for life, 

The fond Eusebius views his lovely wife. 

The living mother of a living child, 

Abd all the hiHbarid all the father finil'd ; 

Joy fill* His^ heirt, love fparkles in hiff cyesi^ • ^ 

And each foreboding thought bef6reliim-d!cfl(^ - 

His grateful heart afcends^ in praife to HeaVhi 

Whofe gooidhefs had this^ double' bfeffing gtv -n r 

Each friend coiigratulattes the ha^jfiy pair. 

And wifhes in their mutual joy to (hare. 

Life fmiles on all, no trouble feems t'annoy. 

But Ah ! fad change — How tranfient is the joy f 

Each heart where gladnefs fat — beneath the 
ftroke 

Sinks to defpair, and all its comfort's broke. 

Her 



I 
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Her face, which yielded pleafure and deligjitf. 
At once turns pale, and foiLema as the nighit^ ; 
Gloom fpreads axound^i her (uu wlthdaw^s, hjs 

And fets in the meridiaia ofMevizySt ., • ; - ; 
She meedcl}^ jrieldG^^fmksrfVpix^.tbe fondfft a 
She di^!^;--<-and with; her 4i^.a^^]^uourand ^:^T9^ 

And'HeaT'n^iecei^''d.l}€f]i to xelelUal day; . 
T3^i?9,{heJpjd^ldft,'thjJ.^^ ^,| ;; 

And all hps \5J(f^€p we%it 56,1^.;^ .• 
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WRITTEN 



By the Defire of a Ladj, on 
Building Caftles. 



"DUILDING.of Caftles did commence 

In days of old, for our defence, 
And ufually ere6led were, 
Adjacent' to the feat of wir ; 
Where blood and flaughter did abound. 
And drench'd with gore the thirfty ground; 
Where powder, darts, and biillets jflcw. 
Nor one relenting paffion knew; 

But 
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But winging throtigh the fmoak and fire. 
Made thoufands groan, bleed, and expire. 

Caftles were built firm and fecure. 
Wherein fome treafure to infure; 
With cells and caverns, dark, profound. 
And walls impregnable around. 
Its direful decorations are 
The whole artillery of war ; 
Cannons and mufkets, fwords and bombs. 
Hangers and fpears, and fifes and drums; 
Bullets, and every fit fupply. 
Wherewith t* attack the enemy. 

Some Caftles too, of which we hear. 
Are fabricated in the air; 
But thefe are of the mental kind. 
The fole Conftruftion of the mind. 
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We in thcfe aether caftles ride, 
With all the equipage of pride. 
And in imagination rife, 
Superior monarchs of the fkies. 
One blaft this edifice deftroys, 
Abortive are our promised joys* 
"Our Miniftry this Caftle built, 
By which the blood of thoufands fpilt ; 
Fancy'd a thouiand men or two 
Could all America fubdue : 
But thrice ten thoufand crofs'd the main, 
A million's in the conteft flain: 
Yet, Ah ! fell Caftle, direful ill, 
Americans unconquer'd ftill* 

Caftles are an imperfeA plan, 
Of that fuperior creature— Man. 

The 
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The body is a Gallic where. 

The moft intrhlfic tareafures are; 

Well fraught with arms for man-s defence. 

As reafon, recoUeAion, fenfe; 

Which if we exercife aright. 

Put all our ene»hies to flight; 

Spoil Envy with her pois'nous dart. 

And wound Rtfentftient to the heaift; 

Bid Difcontent and Anget fly, 

And each unruly paJDSon die; 

Subdue biftruft and fad Defpair, 

And fubftitute Contentment there. 

Thus conq'ring, we fuperiot rife. 

With (houts of vift'ry to the Ikies, 

Where ev*ry Conqueror is bleft. 

In Caftlcs of eternal reft. 

TH 
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THE 

AUTHOR 

Perfbnates the Mother viewing the Portrait 
iiMr. T W : 

'Whii> was then in the Eaft-Indics. 

T O! here the lovely portrait's feen, 

But, Ah! what oceans roll between; 
What tracks of land, and deferts wildy 
Divide me from my darling child! 
Carnage, and death triumphant reign, 
Storms rife, and thunders roar in vain. 
Nor rocks, nor racks, nor wars deter 
The daring bold adventurer; 

G Dif. 
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Difdiinfng affluence, peace, and eafc. 
He braves the horrors of the feas. 



Thou, whofe omnifcient eye pervades 
Celeftial heights, and darkeft (hades. 
Surveys at once each poijit of land. 
And holds the ocean in thy hand, 
Preferve this brave, adventVous youth, 
And lead him to the paths of truth; 
Still oer his ev'ry thought prefide, . 
And bid his foul in thee confide, 
Preferve him, till each danger's o er. 
And land him on his native fliore; 
Tlien our exulting heart fljall raife 
A fong of gratitude and praife. 



Ol 
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..... _..r^..r:>. 



r-^. 



O N 

Hearing the Rev, Mr. R d 

Read the Morning Service, 

And Preach, m St. Thomas's Church, 

WINCHESTER. 



X^TTTHEN plac'd within the confecrated aifle, 

In penfive folitude I fat a while ; 
At length with all the grace that Heav'a in- 

fpires. 
All that folemnity the Church requires, 
Began the facred order of the day ; 

The Reverend R : d did each truth convey, 

With fuch an emphafis as muft impart 
A facred pleafure to each pious heart, 

G 2 With 
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With fuch a cadence he dirmils'd each claufc. 
As (hould enforce a God's eternal laws. 

Not as fome Priefts, who run o'er cv'ry 
prayV, 
As tho' no truth, or foul, or God were there ; 
The giddy hearer enters gay and vain. 
And unafTeAed leaves the Church again ; 
While lefler truths delivered on the ftage. 
Or even (lAions will each mind engage, 
Becaufe the player labours through his part. 
To claim attention, and afie£l the heart. 

If in a tragic chara6ler he moves. 
And treats of deaths, or difappointed loves. 
Then all the horrors confequent on death. 
Dart from his eyes, and fpeat in ev'ry breath ; 

Does 
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Does he th* affliiftcd lover perfonate, 
Then all that foftcr paffion can create. 
Solicitude — love-^-angui(h — grief — defpair, 
Yea ev'ry figh, aijd languid look is there,- 
'Till each fpeftator-s^eyes with tears overflow, 
And thus concludes this fcene of fancy'd woe. 

But truths eternal, facred, and divine. 
Where goodnefs, majefty, and juftice (bine ; ^ 
Yea truths on which our future hopes depend. 
Truths which the moft exalted mind tranfcend^ 
That awful tragedy ;in which a God 
Prayld, agonia'd, & bath'dthe ground with blood ; 
That tragedy from which the Sun withdrew. 
Nor wou'4 bis agonising Maker view; 
That love — ftupendous love — furpaffing thoiyght. 
Which paid otu: raBfote, thg'ib deafly bought. 
. .: ' G 3 Thefe 
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Thefe truths fublime the audience coldly hear. 
Nor ever deign to drop a feeling tear ; 
While at the play each bofom heaves a iigh, 
Lo ! in the Church unmov'd they fit, — ^But why? 
The Prieft to whom the embaffy is giv'n. 
Who is the high ambaflador for Heav*n, 
Treats facred truth with cold indifference. 
As tho' 'twere fi£lion, or impertinence. 
Celefiial themes, that move a feraph's lyre. 
Droop on his tongue, and on his lips expire ; 
While the wife aAor aims by his addrefi. 
Each fiAion as undoubted truth t*imprefs« 
Would tbofe Divines, whom love cannot induce, 
Whofe languid hearts no ardor can diffufe, 
(Whofe feet, perhaps, the church wou'd ne'es 

frequent. 
If not infpir'd by her emoluttcnt,} 

Would 
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Would even gain inftruftion from the ftage, 

By any means their audience to engage. 

Left months and years (hould run their amplo 

round. 
And when the Maftcr comes, no fruit befoun \, 
No prodigal brought home, no fin fubdu'd. 
No Saint advanced in grace, nor mind renewed 
Airs barren ground, when an incenfed God 
Will from the Piieft require his people's blooc\ 



THE 
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'^M^^y^=m*m^^j, 



THE 

G A R L A N D. 

T^HE pride of ev'ry groye Ichofe, 
The viUet fweet, and lily fair, 
Th^ dappled pink, and blufliing rofe, .: 
To deck iny chatmijn^ OhlO£'s hair» ; 

At mom the nymph vouchfaf'd to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

The flow'rs lefs blooming than her face. 
The fcent lefs fragrant than her bj:eath* 

The flow'rs (he wore along the day: 
^ii(^ ev'ry nymph and (hepherd faid, 

That in her hair they look'd more gay. 
Than glowing in their native bed. / 
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Undreft at ev'ning when (he found 
Theii odours loft, their colours paft^ 

She chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye (he caft. 
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That eye dropt fenfe, diftinft and clear, 
As any mufe's tongue could fpeak; 

When from it's lid a pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 

Diffembling what I knew . too well. 
My love, my life, faid I, explain 

This change of humour: Pr'ythee tell; 
The falling tear — ^what does it mean? 



She figh'd ; (he fmil'd ; and to the flow'rs 
if 

Pointing, the lovely mor'lift faid. 



See, 
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See, friend, mfome few fleeting hours^ 
See yonder what ^ 'Ch.itige* is made. 

Ah ! me, thd blooming pride, of May^ 
And that of beauty are but one; 

At mom both flouiifli bright and. gay^ , 
But fade at evening pale, and gone ! 

At dawn poor Stslla danc'd and fung; 

The amorous youths around her bow'd : 
At night her fatal knell was- rang; 

I faw, and kifsM heT in her (hrotid. " 

Such as (he isj who d/d tc-day, 
Such I, alas ! may be to-morrow : 

Go, Datmow, bid thy mufe difplay. 
The Juftice of thy Chloe's forrow. 

WRITTEN 
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; W R I T T E .]^ 
On reading Stella's Account of the 

DECEITFULNESS 

OF 

Human Friendlhip^ 



TTOW true the tale which Stella does relate. 
Of treach'rous Love, and. fubtle Friendship's 
guife ! 
A thoufand Stella's can fuch woes repeat, 

Yet triumph in the caufe that made them 
wife. 



From difappointment cordial pleafures fpring, 
Suffering and joy unfever'd here remain: 

The rofe its thorn, the honey has its fling, 
And ev'ry pleafure-has its Jljler pain. 



Yet 



72 POEMS. 

Yet till home-taught experience has imprefs'di 
The awful truth upon our bleeding heart; 

Unmingled happinefs we think poflefs'd, 
Amidft the glare of Nature and of art. 

But Nature's foil can ne'er produce the fruit 
Which was alone for Paradife defign'd: 

Pure love, in '* God, in Reafon ftrikes its root,'* 
Sincere and lading, as it is lefin'd. 

Nor youth's fantaftic fires, nor paffion's flame; 

(Imagination's wild prolific brood) 
Av'rice, ambition, honour, wealth, or fame. 

Nobility or titles, birth of blood. 



Not thefe our blifs or greatnefs can reftore: 
In confentaneous found they all agree ; 

" We 
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«« We all are poor, as poverty is poor: 
** True hsippinefs can ne'er be found in mf." 

Where then will Love, will facred Love refide? 

Parent of joy, and fource of pure delight ! 
Is it to duft and vanity ally'd. 

Will it with fin and mifery unite ? 

Alas ! (he will not. Hcav'n with Heav'n combines; 

Chriftian and Belial never can agree. 
For God has drawn th' infuperable lines, 

And can't reverfe his irrevers'd decree. 

The courtier, ftatefman, hero, poet, fage, 
Grac'd with deep learning, or loquacious wit ; 

Profound in Grecian, or in Latin page ; 
Train'd up at 2^no*s or Gamaliel's feet : 

H Rcnown'd 
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Renown'd ki arms, and fam'd in councils, clear, 
Sagacious, prudent, enterprifing, bold, 

Determin'd, firm, affidnous, Cncere, 

UnaVd by menace, and unbrib'd by gold. 

Nor founds, nor fights, nor fragrant fmells, 
nor tafte ; 

Let art and fancy, fertile nature join: 
The good alone in focial love are bleft. 

And they who know it, know it all divine. 

Let other bofoms glow with other fires. 
And bafk in fortune's or in beauty's ray : 

Be mine the joy which piety infpires. 

Be mine thofe charms T^hich never will decay. 

ON 
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av ffp q^ op op Cp %P Cp SP Cp «P oP Q^ ^P ^P hS %P 4P hP <u> CP 

ON THE 

Death of the Rev* Mr. W , 

An eminent Minifter of the Church of England : 
Who died in New-England, Sept. 30, 1770. 

"TT THY doth all Nature wear an awful gloom? 
And why, alas! exults yon diftant tomb? 
Why doth a fable cloud the fky o*er-fpread? 

W alas ! feraphic W 's dead ! 

The Friend, the Chriftian, the approved Divine, 
The Saint in whom the love of Cod did fhine. 
His tongue was touch'd with evangelic fire. 
And heav'nly raptures did his foul infpire. 
When forth into this world this Herald came, 
Refolv'd to propagate Immanuel's name; 



H 2 



To 
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To fet his glory forth from pole to pole. 
Were the capacious breathings of his fouL 
He loudly did the Gofpel. trumpet found* 
Whilft thoufands tf enabled as they flood, around ; 
Proclaim'd the fuff'rings of a dying God, 
And pointing finners to his pard'ning blood, 
Enforc'd to all the great neceffity 
Of knowing this — ** The Saviour dy'd for 

me* 
Thus was our nation blefs'd with gofpel truth. 
Boldly deliver'd by this chofen Youth, 
Who, with an heart inflam'd with Jesu's love, 
Caus'd God to pour his blefljngs from above. 
But did this Champion — tl>is Reverend Divine 
His glorious miflion to this ifie confine ? 
No, no, his gracious Captain points the way 
Beyond the feas, and W muft obey; 

For 
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For in his Maker's will he did rejoice, 
Was ^1 attention to his facred voice* 
When Je&us bade o'er raging feas to pafs. 
Through vafl America to found his grace, 
There like an Herald for the bleeding Lamb, 
He went, and did the Negroes fouls inflame. 
Shew'd Ethiopians their Redeemer nigh. 
To cleahfe their fpotted fouls from deepeft 

dye. 
In fuch pathetic accents mov'd his tongue. 
As rent and broke the very heart of ftone. 
Thus did he found his Maker's praife abroad, 
A laborer in the vineyard of his God. 
But now, Alas ! his labours arc all o'er, 
Tbe fields do eccho with his yoice no more ; 
No more from his dear Englijh friends he paits. 
No more returns, to animate their heatts, 

H 3 But 
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But leaves ten thpufand thoufands to deplore 

The death of himi who lives to die no mcM?e« • 

Let things inanimate his worth proclaim! 

And {hout from fea to fea his wotid'pous iiam6r ^ 

O ye noAurnal luminariesi tell 

What love foi fouls did in his bofom dwell I 

Say, fay what nights this advocate with GroD ' 

Spent, wreftHng to'»vert-th' impending rod* 

Let fair Aurora in her turn declare, 

How he preceded her by praife andprayfn -- . 

Let churches, chapels, tabernacles tell. 

Who e'er within their walls did- him excel* 

Let counties, cities, towns, and fireets proclaim,. 

How faithfully he did the truth maintain* 

Say, winds and waves, how oft* iht Saint ycVe- 

When he for God the great Atlantic crofi'd? 

And 
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And let. the Continent abroad b^ginf. 
To tell what heay'hly ««ws he tttere did bring ; 
^Howhte- explained the Ipve of Jesu's heart, 

'Till finners with their ev'ty fm did palrt^ ^ 

Hell trembled when this god-Kke nian arofe> 
And ail lies Votaries commenc\i his fbes. 
Say, Prince Infernal, how inhanc'd thy ire. 
When Jews did his W ■ ' ^' *s foul infpire i 
When nice* a flaming Seraph round he flewv 
Thy works, thy caufe, thy kingdom ovcttbreW? 
Say, ye celeftfal Angels, how ye fled, - • 
On willing wings, to gusifd Ms favoured head. - 
Say, ev'ry Saint, how did your hearts rejoice, 

WHen e'er ye heard the found of W *« 

voice; • , 

Well might each bofom figh, each .Ghriftiaa weep, ^ 
When .thb ferapHc Herald fell aflcep. : . ^ 

. ;.: \ But 
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But could we quit thefe tenements of clay. 
And fbar aloft into celeftial day. 

There faithful W may at once be found, . 

With an eternal wreath of glory crown'd, . 
And (houting loud Hofannahs to that God, 
Who made him more than conqu'ror thro' his 

blood. 
May we> like him, each breath for Jesus fpend. 

Like W perfcverc unto the end. 

Like him, feil thro' this life's tempeftuouafca. 
Fight the good fight, and gain the viftory. 
That, when the laft tremendous trump fliall found, 
We in the wedding garment may be found ; 
With Angels, Saints, and favor'd W meet, 

And ever worfhip at Immanuel's feet ; : 
There fmg the wonders of redeeming love^ 
With all the blood-bought company above. . 

ALCI- 
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A L C I D O R. 

TTTHILE Monarchs in ffem battle drove 

For proud, imperial fway. 
Abandoned to his milder love. 
Within a filent, peaceful grove, 
Alcido]^ carelefs lay. 

Some term'd it cold, unmanly fear. 

Some nicety of fenfe. 
That drums and trumpets could not hear^ 
The fuUying blafts of powder bear, 

Or with foul camps difpenfe* 

A pa* 
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A patient martyr to their fcorn. 

And each iIl*fa(hion'd jeft, 
The youth, who but for love was born, 
Remain'd, — that it was vaft return 

To reign in Gloria's breaft. 

But O, a ruffling foldier came 

In all the pomp of war; 
The Gazettes long had fpoke his fame; 
Now Hautboys his approach proclaim, 

And draw in crowds from far. 

Gloria amoi\g the reft would gaze. 

And as (he nearer drew. 
The man 'of feather and of lace 
Stop'd (hort,. and with profound amaze 

Took all her charms to view. 

A bow. 
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A bow, which from campaigns hM brought, 

Down t(> his holfters low; - 

Her, and the fpcftators taught, 
That her the faireft nymph he thought 
Of all that form'd the row. 

Next day, or 'ere the fun was feen, 

Or any gate unbarr*d. 
At her's, upon th' adjoining green. 
From ranks, with waving flags bjetween, 

Were foften*d trumpets heard. 



'i'hc nOon does following treats provide 

In the pavillion*5; (hade; 
The neighbourhood, and all hefide 
That will attend the am'rous pride, 

All welcomed with the maid. 



Poor 
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Poor AtGiflDotv thy hopes ^tvc croft ! 

Goi perifh on the gsoiind! 
Thy lighs by ftrongeft aotcs are toft^ 
Drove backi or in the paffage loft--^ 

Rich wiaes thy tears have drown'd. 

In women's hearts^ the fofteft things 

Which nature could devife. 
Are yet fome harfh and jarring firings, 
Which^ when loud fame or profit rings. 
Will anfwer to the noife# 

Poor Alcidor ! go fight, or die ? 

Let thy fond notions ceafe: 
Man was not made in (hades to lie, 
Or his full blifs in cafe enjoy; 

To live, or love in peace! 
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ON THE 

FIRST GENERAL FAST, * 

AFTER 

The Commencement of the iafe War^ 

TTTHEN direful judgipents ppwr ia like 4 

flpoii . 
And fields, Alas! are drwch'4 with hun^nblopd; 
When armies after armies proftrate lie. 
And brother, by his brother's h*|n4 Wvft.djf • 
"V^ben kingdoms feem to rife, pt^mpirea fall. 
One great Omnipotent con^tt^ it alli 
And thofe h^ve but a fup^rfiipis^l fcaPt 
Who view no higher origin than m^Xk% 

Be ftill, methinks I, hear Jehovah cry, 
Be ftiil before your God, ai;id know 'tis I! 

I Ti$ 
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'Tis 1 make peace, and I create ftern war, 

And ride to battle in my flaming car ; 

I guide the bullet, point the glittering fword. 

Defeat, or conqueft, wait my awful word. 

But do I pleafure in deftruftion take, 

Or have your fins not bid the fword awake? 

Do not a nation's fad offences &11, 

For national calamities to call? 

Great Sovereign LoirD, we ovm thy judge- 
' i'- ttents juft, • 
And hiie otrr -guilty faces |n the duft ; 
Rejoice 16 heat a day is fan6lify*d ^ 

T* implcMre ^hy aid, and humble Britain's pride. 
But may we not in this incur the rod. 
And make a folemn mockery of Gob? 
To abftain from food, to take our prayer-books. 
And walk to church with evangelic looks; 
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To bend the knee, or move the lips in prayer. 

If all the heart be not engaged there. 

Is empty {hew, a poor external part. 

While God, the omnifcient God, demands^ the 
heart ; 

And fhould we fail in this grand facrifice,, , 

The whole would be ofFenfive in his eyes- 

Defcend, Celeftial Dove, with holy fire,. 
And pure devotion ev'ry foul' infpire. 
May vital pray'r, exprcfs'd by ardent CgHs,. 
Afcend to God, and penetrate the fkies. 
Let all the nation thiis with farting turn. 
And hearts fincere, their paff tranfgreflTons 

mourn ; 
Then is eternal truth cngag'd to blefs,. 
And crown our joint petitions with, fuccefs., 
I 2 THE 



( 88 ) 
THE 

AUTHOR 

Being requefted on a Sunday Evening, by 
a Company of gay Ladies, to write a 
few Lines of Poetry inftantaneoufly; 
fhe accordingly prefented thenx with 
the following. 

•*• — 

TTTHEN you, good Ladies, bade me write, 
My drowfy mufe had taken flight; 

But *ere (he reach'd her mofly bed, 

I gave a call, and back (he fled* 

I humbly a{k*d her what to fay, 

She anfwer'd — " On a Sabbath Day, 

''If 
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*« If you perfume to write a line, 
*' Be careful that it is. divine: 
** For know that every word and thought 
*' Shall be to ftrifteft judgment brought; 
** And what is now tranfafted here, 
** Shall to unnumbered worlds appear; 
'* When earth fhall from her center fly,. 
" And ftars defert the blazing fky; 
" When frighted fouls in vain (hall calU 
** Fot rocks and hills on them to fall : 
«« Then let this day and night be fpent^^ 
<« As in that day you'll not repent.'* 



1.3 ^ TO' 
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iQ} (Q) ^3> ^3> ^^ ^^ ^M ^3 ^S ^X ^B 1^B ^9 ^X ^B ^X ^X *»» ^X »n ^B 

T O 

SOLITUDE. 
__^ — 

^T^HOU gentle nurfe of pleafing woe! 
To thee from crouds, and noifei and fhoW| 

With eager hafte I fly; 
Thrice welcome, friendly Solitud?! 
O let no bufy foot intrude, 

Nor lift'ning ear be nigh! 

Soft, filent, melancholy maid! 
^itt| thee to yon fequefter'd fhade, 

My penfive fteps I bend; 
Still at the mild approach of night. 
Where Citnthia lends her fober light, 

JDo thou my walk at'Mdr 
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To thee alone xny confcious heart, 
Its tender forrows dares impart. 

And eafe my laboring breaft; 
To thee I truft the rifing Cgh, 
And bid the tear that fwells mine eye. 

No longer be fupprefs'd. 

With thee among the haunted groves, 
The lovely forcfrefs fancy roves, 

O let me find her here! 
For (he can time and fpace controul, 
And fwift tranfport my fleeting foul, 

To all it holds moft dear! 
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Ah no! ye vain dclufions, hence! 
Ifo more the hallow'd influence. 
Of Solitude pcrvcft! 



Shall 
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Shall fancy cheat the precious hour. 
Sacred to wifdom's awful pow'r. 
And calm refleftion's part? 

O wifdom! from the fea-beat ftiore. 
Where lift ning to the folemn roar. 

Thy lov'd Eliza ftrays; 
Vouchfafe to vifit my retreat, 
And teach my erring, trembling feet 

Thy Heav'n-protefted ways. 

Oh, guide me to the humble cell 
Where refignation likes to dwell. 

Contentment's bow'r in view; 
Nor pining grief with abfence dear. 
Nor iick fufpence, nor anxious feai» 

Shall there wy fteps pui[fue» 
4 There 
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There let my foul to him afpire. 
Whom none e'er fought with vain defire,t 

Not lov'd in fad defpairl 
There to his gracious will diving. 
My deareft, fondeft hope refigni 

And all my tend'reft care* 

Then peace fhall heal the wounded breaft^ 
That pants to fee another bleft. 

From felfifli paffion pure; 
Peace, which when human wifties rife, 
Increafe, for aught beneath the {kies. 

Can never be fecure* 



A POEM, 
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A 

P OEM, 

•OCCASIONED BY 

Hearing prophane Curfing and Swearing, 

At the Time of tlie American War. 
/ 

A ND can we wonder if the fword. 
Is plung'd in brother's blood? 
If threatening vengeance flies around. 
From a tremendous God, 

When daring finners thus prefume. 

His anger to provoke; 
When daily with impunity,. 

His dread command is Broke.. 

- What 
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What hath eternal truth declar'cl. 

None ^uiltlefs (hall remain, 
Who fwears hy ought in Heaven % Earth, 

Or takes his name in vain ? 

Yet imprecations fill our ftreets, 

And bold blafphemers dare. 
Invoke damnation from above. 

And by Jehovah fwear* 

Their impious breath pollutes the air, 

Omnipotence defies ; 
Compels a long forbearing God, 

In judgment to arife. 

What! trifle with that facred name, 
Whofe goodnefs gives us breath? 

Or 
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Or juftice fmites our feeble frame. 
And chains us down in death? 

Will not incenfced Majefty, 
In vengeance lift his hand ; 

And bid defervcd judgments fall. 
On fuch a guilty land? 

O when will finners ceafe from fin, 
And call for bleffings down? 

Then fhali the fword be (heath'd agfdn. 
And laurels deck, the crown. 



ON 
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ON 

W IN T E B,. 

Wrote fome Time in Winter. 



^H£ fun far fouthward bends fais annual 
way, 
The bleak north-eaft wind lays the foreft bare> 
The fruit ungathered quits the naked fpray; 
•And dreary winter reigns o'er earth and air. 



No mark of vegetable life is feen> 

No bird to bird repeats his tuneful call; 

Save the dark leaves of fome rude ever-green, 

Save the lone Red-breaft on the mofs-groWit 

wall. 

K Where 
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"Where are the fpriyhtJy fccnes by fpringfup- 
■■ply'd, 
The mjy-floWd h^dg^es fcentjng every breeze.; 
The wliite rfocks fcatt nng o'er the' mountains 



fide, • : ...... 

The wood-lark warblitig on the blooming 
tree^? .f ;, . - ; .: ^.y^ _ ; 

Where is gay fummer's fpoilive infeft-train. 
That in a^?,^ fi^^^ on painted pinipi;>s^Jiay*4? 

Tlie held at morn wide-pafluring o'er, the pkin, 
Or throna*d at noon-tide in the willow fliade. 

# 

Where ig brown autumn's. evcr>i;>g, mild and 
ftill, ^ . , . 
What time the ripcn'd corn frefji fragrance 
yields ; 

' ;.• What 
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What tlnie the village' peoples all the hill^ ^ 
'- And Idud-tfiouts echo o'er the haiveft fields? 

To former fcenes our fancy thus returns. 

To former fcenes, that little pleas'd when 
here ! 

Our winter chills us, and our fummer burns, 

Yet we diflike the changes of the year. 

To happier lands *theii reftlefs- fancy flies,. 

Where Indian ftreams through .green Savan- 
nahs flow ; 
Where brighter funs, and ever tranquil (kies, 

Bid new fruits ripen, and new flow'rets blow. 

Let truth thefe fairer, happier lands furvey! 
There half thef year defcends ih *at*ry ftoftns^ 
K 2 Or 
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Or nature fickens in iht blaze of day, 

And on^: bipw;i hue the fuHrburnt plai« 
deforms. 

There oft, as tailing in the tnazy fields^ 
Or homeward pallirjg on the fhadelefs way, 

His jbylcfs life,- the weary lab'rer yields, 
Aiid iriflant drops beneath the deatlifal ray, 

Whd dreaftis of nature free fr6m nature's ftrife 
Wh6 dreams of conftant happinefs belOw? 

r 

The hope-ilufh'd eot'rer on the ftage'of life; 
The* yo\ith to' knowledge unchaftisM by 
.-• woe»- •^^- ■ •■ -- -i 

Tqi me, long toil'd oh many a weary road, . 
i^ ]jj^ felfe iiope in featch^bf many a Joy; 

I find 
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I find, on earth's bleak clime, no bleft abode, 
No place, no feafon, facred from annoy. 

For me, while winter rages round the 'plains. 
With his dark days, I'll human life compare : 

Not thofe more fraught with clouds,, and winds, 
and rains. 
Than with this pining pain, and anxious care. 

O whence this wond'rous turn of mind, our fate I 
Whate'er the feafon, or the place poffeft. 

We ever murmur at our prefent ftate; 

And yet the thought of parting breaks our reft. 

Why elfe, when heard in evening's folemn 

gloom. 

Does the fad knell, that> founding o'er the 

plain, 

K 3 Tolls 
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Tolls fome poor lifekrs body to the tomb, 
•Thus thrill my breaft with melancholy pain? 

The toice of reafon echoes in my ear. 

Thus thou, e'er long, muft join thy kindred 
clay : . 

Np more this breaft the vital fpiiit (hare. 
No more thefe eye-lids open on the day. 

O wipter, round me fpread thy joylefs reign. 
Thy threatning fkies in dufky horrors dreft ; 

Of thy dfead rage no longer 111 complain. 
Nor aik an £D£N for a tranfient gueft. 

Enough has heav'n indulged of joy belowy 

To tempt our tarriance in this lov'd retreat ; 

Enough has heav'n ordain'd of ufeful woe, 

Ta make us languifh for a happier feat* 

There 
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There is who deems all climes all feafons fair. 
There is who knows no reftlefs paflGon's ftrife ; 

Contentment, fmiling at each idle care, 
Contentment, thankful for the gift of life. 

She finds, in winter, many a fcene to pleafe. 

The morning landfcape fnng'd with froft- 
work gay. 

The fun at noon feen through the leaflefs trees. 

The clear, calm aether, at the clofe of day* 

She bids for all, our grateful praife arife 

To Him, whofe mandate fpake the world to 
form ; 

7or f|)ring's gay bloom, and fummer's chearful 
Ikies, 

And autumn's corn-clad field, and winter's 
founding ftonut 

EPi- 
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EPITAPHS. 

On a YOUNG MAN, who died three 
Days after he was married. 
\ LL flefh is grafs — Important truth! 
Nor dare we boaft of health or youth, 
The nuptial bed I fcarce had trod, 
'Ere fummon'd forth to meet my God, 
Compeird to leave my weeping bride^ 
Sunk from her tender arms, and dy'd. 



Another.— On a YOUNG LADY- 
TOEHOLD ye thoughtlefs, young, an4 gay ! 

What I am now, ye ftiortly may. 
I preach whilft here I mould'ring lie; 
And this my text — Prepare to die! 
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' Another.-^Oh an AMIABLE WIfE; 

SHE'S gone! — the dear companion of my 
bed, , • - 

... .1 

And with her ey'ry earthly b.lifs. is fled; ,, 
An empty w^^''^ ^^ all I now can bpaft, 
With her my ev'ry wifli and joy was loft« 



Oh bewaring the Tolfiiyg of a -BelJi 

Jn a very lihlidalthy Spring, whfcn great Nunfibeis 
were called to Eternity, 



""HATdo I lieanp— or.fancy that I heaf ? 
{A» long accuftom'd to the doleful found) 
The foUrng of yon xfaelanthbly belli 
Which ha9 ' fOr 'skdks : ^n& '■ months iuce8arttly„ 
' '^ Some 
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And now her die eternally is caft 

In fad perdition, or in endlefs blifs. 

In vain ten thoufand arts would now combine^ 

Ten thoufand briny ftiow'rs be pour'd in vain, 

Or all the treafures of the Indies brought. 

To make the foul refume her wonted feat. 

Or aftuate the inanimated clay. 

Such is the conqueft, fuch the pow'r of death, 

Who daily fome new trophy doth erefl. 

To ftiew how univerfally he reigns. 

O thou inimitable King of Terrors! 

Shall none efcape from thy voracious jaws. 

But wilt thou ftill continue to deftroy. 

Nor heed what age, what quality, or fiwc? 

The tender babe, the great, the wife, the good, 

The hoary head, the mean, the weak, the vife, 

Are all by thee, alike, Teduc'<i to duft ! 

De(lru£lion 
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DeflruJUon is «flential to thy natui«| 
And fonnidablc to thy vcxy name. 

But oh ! my foul, why rageft thou at death ? 
He is but the vicegerent of his God, 
Nor did he ever give the mortal wound. 
Until the fatal mandate had heen feaTd, 
And fent from the tremendous court of heav'nt 
And then, indeed, obfequious to his GoDg 
And deaf to all the cries of finful man. 
At once he executes his dread command* 
Tis heav*n's decree, fince thy firft parents finn'd, 
(Arid doft thou at the juft decree repine?) 
That ev*iy foul of man (hould pafs through death* 
So, if thou traced matters to their fource, 
That monfter fin, was the efficient caufe 
Of all calamities, of ev'ry death; 

L Of 
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Of that for which I now hear yonder knell. 
Which brings this fecrct horror o*er my heart* 

€inner awake, the deathly ii^al hear. 
Regard it as a monitor to thee ! 
A gracious call, a fpecial voice from heav'a ! 
But ah ! death's vifits now fo frequent are ; 
Men laugh at death, and lightly of him deem ! 
Though dead in fin, and enemies to God, 
They think to meet him with an air of triumph; 
Nor ever dream, that at his dread approach. 
Ten .thoufand horrors will at once awake! 
Confcienc^, though ftifl'd till that very moment, 
Will, like fome potent prince, vi6lorious rife. 
And aft the part Tpr which it was defign'd. 
Open the book of records, and arrange 
In dread array • before the finner's mind, 

* A law term as well as a militaiy. Ten 
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Ten thoufand times ten thoufand paft tranf- 

greffions ! 
Which had for years as in oblivion lain, 
(Then blacken'd with the love of flighted grace,) 
Will all appear — diftraft the guilty mind. 
And drive the frantic foul to deep defpair. 

Then with a fearful looking for of death, 
She dies — and finks into the dark abyfs, 
Nor ever knows a period to her pains» 
For ftill, and ftill, and ftill, 'tis ** wrath to come ! 
-O then vain man, *' work while 'tis call'd to-day^" 
Bethink thyfelf, before it be too late. 
Fall quickly to foliloquy, and fay, — 
Am I not immortal, like my fellow-creature ? 
And can I call one inch of time my own, 
Or boaft myfelf in the approaching hour? 

L 2 Witk 
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With great celerity my moments fly. 

Surely my days will (hortly find a period ! 

Suppofe it now!— Bring death's pale afpeft 
near. 
See him and bis concomitants advance ! 
Fancy the well-aim'd arrow on the wing,— 
Severing thy foul from all terreftrial things ! 
To ftand before the great tremendous JudgCi 
Whofe piercing eye hath taken cognizance 
Of ev'ry thought, and word, and aft unjuft^ 
By thee committed, but by thee forgot ! 
Lo ! the minuteft has not mifs'd his notice^ 
Kor flipt the mind of the Eternal Alu 

Howftands thy foul affe6led at the thought? 
Ah! is there not a fomething that recoils 

And 
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An.l wifliM to pol^none the fatal hour? 
This argiies all is not aright within; 
And that if death (hould find thee as thou art. 
Thou wouldft not die, as doth a bird, or beaft, 
Who are annihilated at their death, 
But dying, die, and die, and never 5ie. 
O then redeem thy time, to Jesus fly^ 
With fpeed take (helter in his bleeding wounds. 
Who only takes away death's poignant fting. 
And turns the ghaftly monfter to a friend. 
Make fure thy int'reft in the bleeding Lamb, 
Nor let him reft, until he fpeaks thee peace : 
Then come whatever may, come life or jdeath, 
To live will then be Christ, to die be gain. 
Death will be more defired by thy foul. 
Than all the honours that the world beftows : 
For by his friendly hand thou'It part with fin, 
L 3 And 
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And from a world of forrow^ gtief^ and pain^ 
To the immediate prefence of thy God» 
There baCk in fea« of uncreated blifs I 
In exftafies to worms on earth unknown t 
With angels and arch-angels, fweetly join. 
To fing the piaifes of a Trvune-God^ 

An Hymn for Confecration^ 

Sung at the opening of the Countefs of 
H — 's Chapels, in Brecon^ Wbrcefter^ &c* 



/^OME Jesus r come and blefs this placet 

Tis open'd in thy name; 
Defcend with (how'rs of heav'nly grace. 
And confecrate the fame* 



Efettnal 
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Eternal Gop, our pray'r attend, 
DifTufe thy love around : 

As to the burning bufh, defcend 
And make it holy ground 1 
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Bid each the man of fin put. by! 

As Mofes did of old 
His (hoes put off, when he drew nigh^ 

Thy glory to behold* 

Lord, let thy glory fill this place. 

Yea fiH each finner's heart : 
Come thou incarnate Prince of Peace^ 

And never more depart*. 

In vain we are aifembled here, 

If Jksvs does not come i 

Appear, 
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Appear, thou bleeding Lamb, appear. 
Let every heart make room ! 

Within thefe walls let thoufands, Lord,t 
Thro' grace be born of thee ; 

And in this place ■ thy name record, 
Till time no more ftiall be. 

Now, Saviour, now thy work begin. 

Thy potent arm difplay : 
Let ibme poor rebel dead in fin 

Be made alive to-day ! 

Call fome poor wanderer by thy ffczce. 

Who knew thee not before: 
So (hall we blefs thee for this place 

When time (hall be no more. 

On 
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IKS IB ^31 ^9 ^3 C9 4D ^3 ^X ^S ^S ^9 ^3t i*™ »ii gn ^s iD> <u> ™n <rn 

On hearing the Rev. Mr. B ■ from 
Pfalm Ixv. z. 

thou that hearejl Prayer^ unto theejhatl dljlejk come* 

TTTITH calm attention lo! I heanl. 
My heart the fage divine rever'd, 
While he with holy zeal explained 
The gracious words the text contained. 
I'll bid the mnfe the theme prolang. 
And form the fubftance in a fong* 

To God the Lord (hall man repair 
By public and by private pray'r ; 
Thus humbly his dependance own 

On thee, thou infinite, unknown. 

Where 
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Where two or three are met in pray'r; 
Lo ! God hath promised to be there i 
He's there a prefent help to blefs. 
Crown each petition with fucceft. 
Or in his wifer way our wants redrefs 
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If warmed by pure devotion*s fire. 
We to our clofet ftiould retire; 
There, unperceiv'd by human eye. 
Pour fourth to God our plaintive cry. 
Or fend before the throne a contrite figh; 
Lo ! he'll on wings of love defcend. 
And to our various wants attend. 
Here we may get our hearts reneVd, 
And each imruly luft fubdu*d: 
Here virtue draw from Jesu's blood. 
And hold fwcet intercourfe with God: 

Here 
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Here we may all our griefs reveal^ 
Nor one beloved fin conceal; 
For, 'ere we fpeak,. Omnifcience knows 
What all our words and tears difclofc? 
Then fome celeftial cordial gives. 
And lo the contrite finner lives* 

Not all the wealth the Indies own. 
Crowns, or the moft exalted throne. 
Should counterpoife tlie blifs of pray'r, 
When God is by his prefence there. 
In pray'r feraphic joys we find. 
Which quite transform the earthly mind. 
The man who alv^ays, 'ere he pray'd. 
From the bright path of duty ftray'd,^ 
Lo! now he gladly runs therein, 

And^ hates the garments ftain'd by fin# 

This 
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This change is in himfelf alone. 
For changes are to God unknown; 
(Fixt as his own eternal name) 
To-day and yefteiday the fame : 
With endlefs glory to rewanl 
Each humble follower of the Lord; 
And fix'd his purpofe to difdain 
The foul who will in (in remain ; 
Who flights the offers of his ^race. 
And never bows to feek his face* 

As foon may man by air exift. 
Or brutes without their food fublift; 
The featherVl warblers live in floods. 
Or the finn*d tribes amid the woods; 
As foon may Satan bum with love. 
Or God a fount of laavy prove^ 



As 
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As (hall the foul to heav'n afcend» 
Who without prayer his days (hall end. 

When man has mifimprov'd his tiine» 
And fpent his youth, and health, and ptime. 
Only his God to difobey ; 
When death advances, he may pray ; 
But then his pray'r may be in vain, 
God juflly may his fult difdain. 
He may, 'tis true, his grace extend. 
And ev^n in death commence his friend. 
So let the dying not defpair. 
But oh ! let all the living fear ; 
For, on an awful chance depends 
A world of blifs, that never endSi. 
God may accept,— and he may not— 
He may thy name for ever blot 

M Gut 
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Out of his book of life divine. 
And thy fad foul to hell confign. 

Then form your hearts, in health, to pray. 
Not let appearances difmay 
Your feeking fouls : — Though good men lie 
On beds of languifliment, and die ; 
And though the wicked feem to rife 
On towVing pinions to the fkies, 
Think not the juft has no reward. 
Or is forgotten by his Lord, 
Or that his wrath does not remain 
On tliOfe wlio do his grace difdain: 
The wicked lives but to fulfil 
The direful meafure of his ill ; 
Ej.ch day ftill makes the finner worfe. 
And life by fin becomes a curfe; 

The 
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The greater his iniquity. 

The more his puniCbment will be# 

The good man dies, leaves earth and pain, 

A crown of glory to, obtain; 

And if through "life God try*d'his grace, 

'Twas but his glory to increafe. 

Let man before his God be ftill. 
Pray with fubmiffion to his will : 
If what we afk be for our good, 
'Twill not be by our Lord withftood ; 
But if he. e'er our fuit denies 
Twas wrong — for he's immenfely wife. 
Nature would afk for health and reft. 
When pain and ficknefs may be beft ; 
Our droffy nature to refine ; — 
If fo, be pain and ficknefs mine* 

M 2 The 
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The chaft'ning rod 1*11 ne'er difpife» 
Tis a rich bleffing in difjguife« 

Be thus refign'd and paffive founds 
In works of holinefs abound. 
JLet ev'ry word, and woiki and thought, 
£e into (lri6i obedience brought : 
But here beware of a miftakey 
Xieft that be fatal which you make* 
Think not by this thy heav'ri to gain. 
Or ail thy righteoufnefs is vainj 
thought but a Saviour's precious blooil 
Can give thy foul accefc to God .; 
Nought but his ijpotlefs righteoufnefs, 
<And not thy works) muft be thy drefs. 
Twas he that firft thy foul infpir'd, 
ITiy heart with pure devotion fir'd; 

He 



POEM S. 125 

He gave thee faith, and faith's increafe ; 
Purchased thy pardon, feal'd thy peace. 
And bid thee live and grow in grace. 
He is the firft, and he alone 
The laft, the great, and comer ftone ; 
Who builds upon this rock (hall ftand. 
Who builds without it, builds on fand ; 
And be his fabric ne'er fo tall, 
/Twill in the day of trial fall. 

Then wou*d you live and learn to die, 
Live holy, yet your works decry; 
And only hope a feat above. 
Thro* boundlefs grace 5ind dying love* 
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RETIREMENT- 
— ^ — 

T>EAR me, ye friendly powers, to. peaceful 

fcenes. 
To fliady bowers, and never-fading greens. 
Where the (hrill trumpet never founds alarms^ 
Nor martial din is heard, nor clafti of arms. 
Unenvied may the laurels ever grow. 
That never flourifli but in human woe: 
If never earth the wreath triumphant bears. 
Till drench*d in heroes* blood, and orphans* tears* 

i^ail, ye foit feats ! ye limpid fprings and floods. 
Ye verdant meads, ye vales, and mazy woods, 

Ye 
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Ye limpid floods, that ever-murmuring fiowt 
Ye verdant meads, where flowecs eternal blow; 
Ye (hady vales, where cooling zephyrs play ; 
Ye woods, where untaught warblers tune their lay I 

.H^e grant m^, hcav'i^ to end my peafceful 
days. 
And fteal myfelf from life by flow decays ; 
With age, unknown^ to pain or forrow, bleft. 
To the dark grave retiring, as to x^ft i * 
While gently wfith one figh this mortal j&aispe;, 
JDiffolving, turns to afhes whence it came,-; 
While my freed foul departs without a groan, 
^And joy&il wings her flight to worids unknown. 

Ye gloomy gfots, ye awful, fqlemn <elU, 
"""IVKhere heavenly-penfive contemplation dwells, 

iJuard 
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Guard me from fplendid cares, from tirefome ftate, 
The pompous mifery of being great ! 
Content with: cafe; ambititms ' to -defplfe • ' 
niuftribus vanity, and glorious vice. 

. While th^ calm hours fteal unperceiv'd away, 
Come, thou chafte maid ; here let me ever 

. ftay; 
Here court the mufes, while the fun on high 
Flames in t-he vault qS heaven, and fires the (ky : 
Or while ilill night's datk wings the globe 

furround. 
And the pale moon glides on her folemn round. 
Bid my free foul to ftarry orbs repair, 
Thofe radiant worlds that float in ambient air: 
Or when Aurora, from his eailern bowers. 
Exhales the fragrance of the balmy flowers, 

Reclin'd 
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Iteclin'd in filfmce on a moSy bed, 
Confult the learned volumes of the dtad; 
Fall'n realms and empires in defcription view, 
iiive o'er pail times, and ancient days reneiis^ 

Charm me, ye facred leanres, with noble themes, 
"With opening heavens, and angels T»ob'd in fls^es. 
Ye xeftlefs paffions, while I read, be aw'd^ 
Hail! ye myfterious oracles of God! 
Here I behold^ how infant time began! 
IHow the dufl mov'd, and quick'nedinto man'! 
There tread on hallow'd ground, wliere angels 

trod^ 
And reverend patriarchs talked as friends ^itih 

Gob.: 
Or hear the voice to flumb'ring.profftiets given^ 
Or gaze on vifions Irora the throne of heaven? 

Seafom? 
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' Seafbriable Aidirionition. 
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TF Scripture is to be our guide, 

. If by its precepts we are try*d; 
I. think that I have . read therein. 
Thou fhalt , reprove thy brother's fin. 

TJi^n call iTie aot prefuming maid, 
;I^ J this pr^Qept have betray'd ; 
Tho' heav'n on you doth feem to fmile, 
Take heed left Satan you beguile; 
Tho' you froai!.l6w mechanics faife 
Yourfelves to found Emanuel's praife; 
Tho* from apparel mean and bare, 
YoU;;now have huzzar cjoaks . to wear; 

Tho' 
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Tho' leaving labVing with your hinds. 

You now appear in gowas ' and 'bands ; ' . 

Yea, tho' with gifts from heaven bleft, .' 

Of knowledge, light, and zeal, ' poffefs'd ; 

If haughty thoughts infpire your foul, 

It mans the glory of the whok ; . 

If you advanced by charity, 

Behave yourfelves imperioufly; 

forget your former low eflate. 

And let high thoughts your minds elate; 

Affume. fo much if fome neglect. 

To fhew that homage you expeft; 

If fupercjlious thus your mein. 

Why all your preaching proves in vain ; 

Your precepts grate upon the ear,. , 

And you as founding brafs appear. 



Ha! 



i 
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Ha I tbia is not the nanow way. 
That leads unta celeftial day ; 
The way the Blefled Jcsvs trodt 
The way ta holinef& and God* 
Come learn of met the Saviovk cry*d^ 
Forego your arrogance and pride> 
Be humble, lowIy» meek in heart. 
Or elfe with me you have no part* 
He fpake, nor did his works deny. 
What his blefsy words did juftify; 
Altho* the Lord of glory he. 
To teach us true humility. 
Found not a place to lay his head. 
Much lefs difpleas'd to change his Bed^ 
Thefe friendly hints in love apply, 
And III my faithful pen lay by. 



ON 
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O N 

INGRATITUDE. 



TNGRATITUDE— rthou fin accurft. 

Of eviy fin. pronounced the worft ; 
Detefted weed, where'er thou'rt found, 
Infernal poifon iwelis the ground* 

Chriftians, who at perfe6lion aim. 
Or to its facred heights attain, 
God-like, in all they a6l or fay, 
Will injuries with kindnefs pay* 

Heathens, who led by nature's rays, 
Hot ever bled with gofpel days, 

N By 
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By nature's di6lates underftoocU 
Twere juft to rendei[ good for good* 

Brutes, that of reafon ne'er poffeft^ 
Can aft no higher than a beaft ; 
Led by their own revengeful will. 
Will doubtlefs render ill for ilL 

But thou accurft, where'er thou art, 
Confcience will know and point the dart:: 
Thou who repayeft good with evil. 
Art only equall'd by the DeviL 



AN 
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A N 

HYMN FOR A CHILD, 

Who had loft its Father or Mother^ 



/^ Thou, who once didft children blefs. 

And take them in thy arms; 
Defend the infant, fatherlefs. 

And guard my feet from harms. 

Thou canft the lofs of friends fupply, 

And turn to good each ill; 
Though ev*ry friend fhould fail or die, 

Thou art all gracious ftill, 

N 2 Thy 
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Thy wifdom and thy pow'r I owb^ 
For all thy ways are juft; 

The prince — thou raifeft to his throne^ 
Or lay'ft him down in duft. 

May I obey thy facred word. 

In thefe my infant days; 
Grow up in all things like my Lord, 

And learn to lifp his praife. 

So {hall I find thy promised reft, 
When this frail life is o^ier, 

And meet in my dear Saviour's breaft. 
My friends fled hence before. 



ON 
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ON THE 

Death of the Authors Mother^ 

Mrs. CAVE, of Brecon, 

Who died February 6, 1777. 

And I heard a voice from Heaven, faying unto mr, 
write, Blejfed are the dead which die in the Lord,. 
from henceforth: Tea, faith the Spirit, that they 
may reft from their labours ; and their works do 
follow them. — Rev. xiv. 13. 

^npIS done,— 'tis God has call'd her, — 

I fubmit,. 

And humbly own that beft which he thinks fit,. 

But, ah ! when firft I heard the direful news, 

My wounded foul all comfort did refufe : 

I* heard — I felt — I funk beneath the ftroke, 

With very grief my vital fpirits broke#. 

I view'd the dear-lov'd face, confign'd to deaths . 

And heard her-blefs me with her parting breath.. 

N3 My 
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My heart was full, and in my grief I cry'd, 
** Oh ! that I had with my dear mother dy'd ;'' 
A thoufand of her foft endearing words 
Flew to my mind, and pierc'd my heart like fwords. 
She gave me birth, and more than twenty years. 
I've been the objeft of her anxious cares# 
Thro* helplefs infancy fhe fav'd from harms. 
And nurs*d, and bore me in her tender arms.. 
She fympathiz'd in all my pain and grief. 
And would have borne it all foi my relief.. 

And is that precious life for ever o'er? 
And (hall I find maternal love no more ; 
in vain this vaft terreftrial ball I trace,. 
I view no more that lovely, deareft face : 
No more her tender, Chriftian letteis fee. 
Not hear how oft CUe wept and pray'd for me. 

Oh I 



POEMS. 139 

Oh ! worft of days, that has bereft of life^ 
So dear a mother, and fo lov*d a wife# 
Where fliall I go to eafe my burUien'd heart t 
Where find a friend, who'll with me bear a part? 
Alas! there's none — O let me weep and figh! 
1*11 mourn and wail my lois until I die ! 

Thus nature felt and fpoke; for reafon fled. 
And faith and hope lay bury'd with the dead ; 
But there's a God^ a never-feiling friend> 
Whofe pity, love, and goodnefs, know no end, 
I knew him fuch, I to. his foot-ftool flew, . 
And found his promifes were firm and true. 
He heard my fad complaint, he gave relief. 
And bade me rife fuperior to my grief. 
Hufh — nature — then I cry'd, nor more complain^ 
She only left a world of grief and pain, 

To, 
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To enter manfions of eternal reft. 
To live and reign with God,, for ever bleft*. 
How patient in affliftion, how rcfign'd. 
How meet for glory was her peaceful mind ! 
She welcomed death, and faid, Lord^ guicily cpme^ 
And take me henccy I long to be at home. 
She bleft her houfe, and bid them ceafe to weep,. 
Then, with a fmile,. in Christ (he fell afleep. 



Hail then, dear faint in thy immortal joy ! 
In blifs fuperlative, without alloy. 
Live with thy God, nor let my partial mind 
E'er wifh thy ftay from joys fo unconfin'd ; 
But let my grateful heart in praife afcend. 
To. that .all-gracious, all-yj6lorious friend 
Who guided, lov*d, and kept thee to the end 



J 



A Birth' 



( HI ) 






Birth-Day Refleaion. 



T3 ETURN'D I fee my natal day, 

(Important time to me,) 
When heav'n inform'd the lifelefs clay. 
And gave it life to be. 

I live to fee another year, 
But what for God is done? 

Ye tranfient fcenes again appear. 
And tell how time has run* 

My 
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My in&nt, days pafs'd heedlefs by^ 
Nor more than inftinft knew; 

Till reafon's ilowly opening eye 
Could form, th' idea true*. 

Beneath my parents tender care 
Securely I abode ; 
. They Chew'd me virtue's path, how fair^ 
Though intricate the road ! 

E'en then in fecret have I figh'd 
To run the heav'nly race ; 

And oft' my feeble heart has cry'd^ 
•^ Give me, O Lord, thy grace !*' 

But tranfient as the morning cloudy 
When (bines the op'ning day; 



Or 
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Or as the dew, my early good 
Soon vaniOi'd quite away, 

Pleafure's foft call allufd my heart. 

The feftive dance and fong; 
While the tragedian's fpecious art 

Made the cnchajatment ftrong. 

Yet ftill, amidft thefe mingled fweets. 
The confcious tear would xife ; 

And Wifdom whifper'd, ** Earth admits 
^* Of no fubftantial joys* 

^ Know, mortal life is but a ftream, 

^* And pleafure but a (hade : 
** The blifs you now purfue's a dream, 

^* And like a dream will fade." 

"Tis 



^v^ 
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O fay to :my exulting foul* 

From this day will I blefs; 
Thy future life in blifs (hall roll. 

And thou fhalt die in {leac'e* 

L O V E, 

THE 

ESSENCE of REJLIGION. 

T^f OT every one who criethi Loid, 
Or heart or pray^ or preach thy word, 

Wilt thou in God-like accents own. 
Or hail, as .; partners; of thy throne* 

What ! if .this fcft, or that, J join^ • 
Believe my party moft divine ; 

Vain 
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Vain will my warmed notions prove^. 
If abfent from my heart, thy love. 

What I if with Calvin I agree, 
Or to Arminian do^irines fiee, 
I dill remain a child of fin. 
If love does not prefide wllhm. 

Let bigots for the fliell contend, 
In idle contjroverfies fpend 
Their precious time^ whom zealous fire 
And notions (not thy love) infpire« - 

With me let names and parties fall, 
Thy love, my fov*reign God, my all ; 
The fubftance this : — ^Of this pofleft, 
'Mid flaming worlds I fland confeft, 

Q i ON 



.1 



( «4» ) 

ON THE 

PREVALENCE of SIN. 



/^OME, Ihou all-prevailing Spirit/ 

Come, and leach me how to pray; 
Intercede for Jesu^s merit, 

Wafh, and tate tny fins away. 
How much need of that atonement 

Hath a guilty foul like me? 
Who am not one fleeting moment 

Fronrr fome (inful paflibn free« 

Sin, Mdicrc'er I go, 1 ^nd if. 
Find it woven in my heart ; 
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To thy, ;a:QfS|.^QJ[j^avsI bitad^it^. ..../' 
Sin deftroy,. and ijpac^.Jrojjaxt : ... 

Sin, like w^^ foi; eyec ijpringiHg* 
Doth the foil throughout, defile ; 

All mjr. life's a life o£ finning, 
Jesu, favc me, I am vile*. 

Yes, I fin in ev'ry a6lion, 

Sin in ev'ry word and thought ; 
I i:an't.pray without diftraSion. 

Siui on 2ili I do, is wrote:. 
When I ta n^ clofet enter, 

Seeking peace in Jesu's l^lood. 
Swift as thought intrudes the Tempter^ 

Drives, or draws, piy heart firom^QoD. 

Thus, while I am proftrate lying. 
While my Jips in prayer move,.. 

O3 While, 



. ^ . _^ 
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While, with feeming ardour crying. 
For redemption from aboice;' 

lio! I find, at itM dread inftant» 
My vain heart is rov'd away, 

Wander'd off, on fomething diftant, 
And my lips alone do pray« 

Then abafh'd, I filent wonder, • 

Why is fuch a rebel fpar'd? 
Why not caft amongft that number, 

In eternal chains refeivU? 
Then with joy and fliame confounded",. 

I exult in fovereign grace; 
Grace which hath to me abounded, 

Mej the worft of Adam's race* 

LosD, if I forget to praife thee. 
Let my tongue forget to mover 
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jfE»w, to thy lifcehefs raifp mc. 
Let me all tby goodnefs prove r 

Let my guilt be now abfolyed,, 
My whole nature fandKfy; 

Lord, I long to be diffolved, 

Make me meet, and let me die»' .'[ 



AN 

EL E G Y 

On a Maiden Name. 
— ^ — 

At DIEU, dear name, which birth 2(nd Na- 
ture gave 
Lo! at the altar I've interred dear Cave,. 
Fox there, it fell, expir'd, and found a grave. 

Forgive,, 
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Forgive, den fyoiak^ tlui : iU-tim'A tev or 
two. 
They are not meant in ^jdi&efpeft to you. 
I hope the name, which you have lately j^v'n. 
Was kindly meant, and fent to me by heavVu 
But, ah ! . the lofs of Cave I muft deploie»^ 
JEoT that dear name the tend'reft mother bore* 
With that (he pafs^d full forty years of Efc, 
Adom'd th' important charaAer of wife : 
Tlito meet ^r blifs, fr^to earth to heav'n i^tir'd^ 
With holy zeal^ and txue devotion. fir'd* 

In me, what blefl ifiy lather, may you find^ 

A wilfe donieftic, virtuous, meek and kind* 

'What bleft my mother may I mc^t in you,, 

A friend, and huflband— faithful, wife, and 
true*. 

Then 
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Then be our voyage profp'rous, or ?dverfc. 

No keen upbraidings (hall our tongues rchearfe; 

But mutually we*ll brave againft the ftorm. 

Remembering ftiU, for help-mates we were bom* 

Then let rough torrents roar, or fkies look dark. 

If love commands the helm which guides our 
barky 

!No fhipwreck will we. fear, but to the end. 
Each find in each, a juft, unfliaken friend. 



WRITTEN 

A few Hours before the Birth of a 
ChUd. 

TV >TY God, prepare me for that hour* 

When moft thy aid I want; 
Uphold me by thy mighty power. 

Nor let my fpirits faint. I a& 
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I afk not life, I a(k not eafe» 

But patience ta fubmit. 
To what (hall heft thy goodnefs pleafe ; 

Then come what thou feeft fit* 

'• Comie paiai or agony, oir deat^j^ 
If that's the will divine; 
With joy (hall I give up my breathy' 
If re{]gnation*i5 mine. 

■*; . s ' • ■ •' .•••-. • ■ , 

One wifli to * name Vd humbly date, 
^'' ^ If dwttr tJiy pleafirtrc be ; 
O may the harmfefj'batfe I bear 
Haply expire wSh'me. 



f 



ne 



( 155 ) 



jjuu«uuuutjuttunii:in.m 



fie foUowing Lines voere not intended for pubUcatirni, 
nor Would ' they have been inferted here^ Jiut in com'- 
pUance xmth the r^quejl of feveral friends^ They 
were compofed by the Author^ previous to the Birti 
of her {fhpjl- Child ^ — written, and fededwith .her own 
hand 9 end committed to the care of her friends^ that 
In cafe of the mother's death, and the child's living 
jto a proper age, it might be prefented tbiremth* 



MY PEAR CHILT). 

■ ^ 

1 AEAR finlefs babe, whofe peaceful room 
Centers within thy mother's womb; 
Whofe mipd*9 unfpotted, ,fpirit pure. 
As happy (doubtlefs) as obfcure. 

Wkom 
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Whom having never feen, I love, 
And breath my ardent foul above. 
That Heav'n its richeft gifts may give 
To thee, my infant, fhould*ft thou Uv€. 

What unknown cares obftruft my reft. 
What new emotions fill my breaft! 
I count th£ days fo oft retold. 
E'er I my infant can behoId« 
Thought after thought intrudes a dart. 
And flrange fiprebodin^s fill my hjeart^ 

Perhaps the time which gives you life. 

Deprives Eufebius of his wife ; 

And you for circling years may fpare, 

■ ■ ' ,1 
Who ne'er w/ll know a mother's care. 



Perhaps 
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Perhaps fome rude ungentle hand 
Thy hifant footfteps may command « 
WhO| void of tendemefs and thought. 
Too harChly menaces each fault* 
Oh ; thought too poignant ! may'ft thou die^ 
And breathlefs with thy mother lie* 
But dare I Heaven's defigns overthrow; 
Come, relignation, quickly flow; 
Say, to fond Nature's fears, be ftill,' 

m 

And bow me to th* Almighty wilL 

Perhaps I yet may live to fee ' 
My child grow up, and comfort me, 
And if I die— rperhaps my (hade 
My darling's footfteps may pervade. 
Sleeplefs myfel^ thy cye-lids clofe, 
And guard thee whilft in foft r^pofe: 

P And 
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And if you e'er attain thirteen, 
Thefe lines may by my child be feen;' 
For then your mind may comprehend • 
What once your anxious mother penn'd; 
Here I would ev'ry wi(h impart, 
And ope my darling all my hearty 

I wifli the child, I call my own^ 
A foul that would adorn a throne) 
With keen fcnfations, foft, refin'd^ 
A noble, but an humble mind« 
Be courteous, prudent, virtuous, wifei 
Each friend's inflruftion always prize. 
Atvi if you're caft in 
Improve each moment 
And grafp at knowledge whilft you may. 

With 



learning's way, 'S 

: of the Jay, > 

[pe whilft vou may. J 
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With richeft freight your memory (lore, 
And prize it more than golden ore. 
For riches you may loofe and fpend, 
But knowledge is a lailing friend* 

Be ftriaiy honeft, ftriftly juft. 
On no pretence betray your truft# 
If any to your breaft confide 
A fecret—— there let it abide. 
Whatever you promife bear in mindi 
Each promife fhould to a£lIon bind. 
From low deceits and falfhoods flyi 
Nor dread a ferpent as a lie. 
For (hould you e*er the name acquires 
As fome I've known — a common liar, 
A common thief my child, would be 
By far more excellent than thee. 

P 2 hx 
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In fome you'll find a conftant flame 
To vilify their neighbour's name'; 
But mark that woman, mark the man. 
And ftiun their converfe if you can : 
For fuch, as thus difpos'd, you fee^ 
When thou art gone, fpeak itl of thee* 
But, if with fuch obh'ged to meet, 
Like prudence, (hew yourfelf difcreet ; 
And if you're urg'd, as oft I've known. 
To join with them to caft a ftont;: 
Rather appear to know it not, 
Than help thy neighbours name to blot; 
Thus you may find evafions good. 
Well tim'd and rightly upderftood; 
But 'twould be wrong (hould you conceal 
Faults which obftruft your neighbour's weal ; 

And 
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And doubly wrong if you evade, '* 

What known would honour— ^not degrade* 
Hence your own judgment muft difclofe, 
Wbeii to conceal, and when expofe* 

Are any plac'd beneath your care. 

Of proud aufterities beware; 

Let ev'ry woid and aAion prove 

You'd win their fervices by love. 

Be foft and gentle, tender, mild. 

E'en from the fervant to the child; 

Yea, let each infeft, bird, and beaftj^ 

Within your fphere, your goodnefs, tafte. 

Muft you deftroy a worm or fly? 

With quickcft- motion let it die: 

Nor let a creature e'er complain, 

¥ou gave one moment's needlefs pain» 

P 3 They 
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They but a favage heart cxpofe. 
Who trifle with a reptile's woes. 

Whatever you want, to God make known, 
If meet, — ^your wiihes are your own; 
Make him your confidant alone^ 
His laws obey, his voice attend> 
And then you'll never want a friend. 



1 



T O 

MY CHILD, 

I F A S O N. 

IF you, my fon, fliould e'er incline 
In Hymen's careful bands to join^ 
Obferve the maid who fuits your hearty 
But ne'er your mind ta her impart. 



1 
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Till you have view'd her o'er and o'er — 
Her life and charadler explore. 
Know if you can her mental ftore: 
And if you find the maid is (he. 
Who may through life your help-mate be^ 
Then couart her heart, with • honour court. 
Nor dare to make a nymph thy fport. 
with ardour feek — ^her love obtain — 
Then to defert, and give her pain. 
Involve in grief, who had been free. 
Content, and happy, but for thec» 
Who, mov'd by fyippathy alone. 
To eafe your heart, gave you her own; 
And, when the conqueft you difcover, 
Bafely negleft, or feek another, 
The vileft mifcreant on the road, 

Who haunts the defert and the wood, 

Who 
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Who hazards life for what he gains. 
Nor wins an heart with all bis paias; 
But flies, purfu'cU o'er gate axui ifUk,.. 
Commits no a&ion half fo <vile* 
An4.ibouId I live-— fuch cobdvA kncnr 
In you, my foa-r-ioy tears wovid flow,— «> 
Myfelf would feek iio etfe. ha igrief. 
And bid thee % ta Ihec ielief» 

w um mmmuumtmlntmmmi um m 
TO 

M Y C Hit b, 

IF A DAUGHTJER. 

SHOULD ev'ry grace your face adpro». 
And elegance compofe your ferm^ 
In this no lailing worth. yjQu'U find^ 
That's beauty— which adoras the miodf 

This 
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This well cnrich'd — ^unfpotted — pure, 
Will peace through life and death infiue*. 
External beauty has no charms^ 
If difcngag'd ifrom Virtue's arnuu 



If, when arrived to blooming years, 
A fuitor for your heart appears,-— 
Ta tell my Harriot how to choofe. 
Whom to accept and whom refufe, 
I own a talk beyond zny pen: 
For fuch the deep deceits o£ men. 
And fuch their power o'er female hearty 
We cannot penetrate then: arts. 
Their tempers and defefts they hide. 
Till they obtain the wi{h*d-fot bride, 
And then thqit call the veil afide. 



} 



Thus 



tl6& POEMS, 

Thus after each precaution taken. 
Too ^ *we iSnd ourfeivcs miftakeur 



But this I will be bold to fay. 
If one his dull addrefs (hould pay. 
Who wants pplitenefs, grace, or fenfe^ 
Or tin6lur'd with extravagance; . 
What — tho* he whines, and weeps, and fighs. 
And vows, without your love, he dies; 
At once lejeA t^e worthlefs youth, 
He knows no love — Tis all untruth. 
For Love's exalted ftreams ne*ier flow, 
In fouls fo abje£k, and fo low* 
Itiough be may thoufands boaft a year, 
Rejea him— Hfor 'tis bought too dear; 
For (hould you e'er in wedIoc]c dwell 
With, fuch a man— your life's a helL 

Hope 
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Hop6 not— 'tis vain,.— his bent to tuni# 
Too. late you will yom; foliy. mounu 
Your fofteft words and tears are loft, 
your hopes and fondefl wlfhes croft; . 
As foon you'U walh an Ethiope white^ 
As make, him worthy your delight. 

Then (hun the faarei my counfel priase^ 
JUeft fad experience make you wife! 



»<^»« 



(L E T T E R.) 

My dear Child, 

JL HE preceding Poem is the 
effeB of your mother's anxious concern for yoUf 
who are as yet unborn,* Should I die at your birth^ 
jor before you arrive at years of hntndedge^ I hope 
when you receive this Poem (which will be at a proper 
age) you will not be contented by acquiring it in 

theory 
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ikeary till you have reduce dthe fenthnents it ctmtains 
to praSlice. T^en xmll you fnd yourfelf beloved 
and ejteemed by all the truly virtuous and good, 
and above all, (which JkouJd be your chief ejt concern) 
will gcun the approbation of God and your confcience* 
Tou alfo mlt/hew a due refpeS to the words and ajhes 
of your decedfed parent f whofe daily fiudy (hadjke lived) 
would be to inculcate thofe fentiments into your infant 
mind as foon as Jhe found you capable of receiving 
iihenim 

1 here give you my blejjing, and may you indeed be 
Uejfed with wifdom, grace, and principles of the 
friaejl honour. To fee you thus enriched would be 
my highefi happinefs, Jhould I live; and if I die, be 
ihe prayer in death of 

Tour affe&ionate Mother , 

7 — w — . 
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S E N T T O A 

LADY, on her BIRTH-DAY, 



o 



H! be thou blefs'd with all that HeaTe« 

can fend, 



Ix)x^ hellth, long youth, long pleafure, an^ a 
friend*^ 

>Iot with thofe toys the female race admire. 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire ; 

Sot as the world its pretty flaves rewards, 

A youth of frolics, an old age of cards : 

/Fair to no purpofe, artful to no end, 

Yuung, wanting lovers; old, to want a friend: 

A fop their paffion, but their prize a fot ; , 

Alive, rkliculous ; and dead, forgot* 

Let joy or eafe, let affluence or content. 

With the -gay confcience of a life well fpent, 

Q Calm 
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Calm every thought, infpirit every grace. 
Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face. 
Till death, unfelt, that tender iframe deftroy; 
Till fome foft dream, or extafy, of joy, 
Confign thee to the fabbath of the tomb. 
To wake in raptures in a life to come! 

EPIGRAM, 

ON BEING ASKED 

What is the greateft Bleffing on Earth ? 
^ 

TJEACE, health and ftrength, food, raiment, 

and content ; 
A heart well manag'd — and a life well fpent ; 
A foul devoted and athirft for God; 
Courting his fmile — ^but patient of his rod : 
Each day more fit to breathe it's lateft breath, 
And then the mod aliv^, when neareft Death, 
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To SYLVIA, Penfive. 

'TPELL me, Sylvia, why the figh 

Heaves your bofom? why the tear 
Steals unbidden from your eye? 

Tell me what you wifli or fear? 
Providence, profufely kind, 

Wherefo'er you turn your eyes 
Bids yoti, with a grateful mind, 

View a thoufand bleflings rife. 
Round you affluence fpreads her ftores; 

Young health fparkles in your eye, 
Tendered, kindeft friends are your's ; 

Tell me, Sylvia, why you figh ? 
'Tis, perhaps, fome friendly voice 

Softly Mrhifpers to your mind, *' Make 






■•*- 
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♦' Make not Ihtfe alone .your choice, 

•* JSeavcn has bleffings more refine. 
^' Thankful own what you enjoy; 

** But a dunging world like this, 
^ Where a thoufand fears annoy, 

•♦ Cannot give you perfeft blifs^. 
^ Perfeft biifs reCdes, above, 

•* Far above -yon azure flty ; 
•• Blifs that nicrits all your love, 

♦* Merits every anxious figh." 
What Uke this has earth to give? 

Oh? my Sylvia, in your breaft, 
•Let the admonition live, 

^^or on earth defxe to reft. 
When your bofom breathes a figh, 

Or your eye emits a tear. 
Let your wifiies rife on highj 

Ardent rife to- blifs Cacere. 



( ^73 ) 



THE 

Dymg Chriflian's Refignation. 

•^TITAL fpark of heavenly flame 

Quit, O quit this mortal frame^ 
Hoping, trembling, lingering, flying, 
O! the pain, the blifs of dying; 
Ceafe fond nature, ceafe thy flrife. 
And let me languiCh into life. 

Hark! they whifper, angeb fay, 

Sifter fpiiit come away, '"'^'l 

What is this abfoirbs me quite, 

SteaM my fenfes, Qiuts ray fight; 

Drowns my fpirits, draws my breath. 

Tell me, my foul, can this be Death? 

Q3' , •' The 
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The wofld recedes, it difappears. 

Heaven opetns on my eyes, my caafs 

With founds feraphic ring« 

Lend, lend, your wings— I mount, I fly — 

O grave! where is thy viAory! 

O death ! where U thy (ling ! 

THOUGHTS, 

Which occurred to the Author, at Lion- 
wriiJ^ in Brecofi/hirej in walking from 
TDol-y-coed Houfe to the Well. 

QWEET, filent, folitary place. 

Where I majeftic footfteps trace, 
Where Reafon may afcend her throne, . 
<^l^riA Meditation reign alone. 



1 
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Contemplate the works of Nature, 
And in the works, the Great Creator ; 
See the fweet fongfters of the day. 
And hear them tune their artlefs Jay; 
Behold at once the fragrant fields, 
Which vivid green and pafture yields ; 
The flowing river gently glide. 
Before, behind, on either fide* 
Four pond^ous hills ftupendous rife^ 
As if to teach my heart and eyes 
To fend their wiflnes to the fkies: 
Thither my thoughts and eyes afcend. 
Wonders ftill more wond'rous blend i 
A vaft expanfe of ^ure iky, 
Boundlefs it's width, it's height how higbf 
Yet higher ftiU, immenfely higher, 

c. JBehold yon' orient J^la^e^ of fire^ 

Tift 



} 
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The radiant region of the day, 
With matchlefs majefty difplay, 
More of the great, unfathom'd all^ 
Than doth the whole terrellrial ball. 
My eyes recoil, the rays fo bright, 
Tho* (hort the gaze, diffolve my fight : 
If fuch thy power, great work divine. 
How mighty His who bade thee fhine ! 

Ah! what am I? Why, iefs than nought, 
Below the merit of a thought. 
Yet thought which doth all thought tranfccnd: 
That mighty all may be my friend? 

Now to the falutary Well 
I bend my fteps — and hear it ttU 
Important truths! My heart applies ' 
The admonition as it flies;' Tis 
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'Tis true — How faft the ftream is flowing: 
Ah me! fo faft my life is going. 
As is the ftream ftill downwards bending^ 
So to the grave my fteps arc tending. 
This head that thinks — thefe eyes that fee,- 
In fome fliort time muft ceafe to be. 
This well (hall flow,~thofe hills (hall rife, 
That azure deck yon* fplendid (kics,, 
Thofe verdant meads be cloath'd in gteen^ 
That river gently glide between. 
And yon* bright orb perform his round. 
When not a duft of me is found. 

But here I paufe, and heave a (igh, 
While the full tear drops from mine eye. 
How big with awe! This folemn theme, 
^o fancy'd tale, or idle dream« 

Not, 
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Not, that I am — ^is truth more juft. 
Than— that I (hall return to duft. 
Another year, perhaps a day 
May join me to my mother clay. 
Suppofe the fatal mandate come. 
Is the important bufinefs done? 
More aweful thought— Is it begun ? 

But thouglits more aweful ftill arife, 
As to the well I caft mine eyes : 
For in the flowing ftream, 1 fee 
An emblem of Eternity. 
This flream has flow'd, and ftill it flows, 
(And yet no diminution knows,) 
From, year to year, from race to race, 
And ftill behold we no decreafe: 
Such that tremendous, vaft cxpanfe. 
To which, each moment, I advance ; 



} 
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When twice ten thoufand years arc paft. 

And more tkan numbers e'er can caft. 

Eternity/ that wond'rous thing, 

Will at that period begin! 

And Oh ! my foul ! where (halt thou be. 

Thro' this immenfe eternity? 
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npHOSE awful words, '* 'Ti7/ Death da f art T 

May well alarm the youthful heart; 
No after-thought, when once a wife. 
The dye is caft, and caft for life. 
Vet thoufarids venture every day, 
^s fome bafe paffion leads the way. 

Pert 
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Pert Sylvia talks of wedlock fcencSi 
Tho' hardly entered on ber tcens^ 
Smiles on her whining /park and hears» 
The fugat'd fpcech with raptux'd cars : 
Impatient of a parent's rule^ 
She leaves the fire, and weds a fooh 

Want enters at the guardlefs door. 
And love is fled to come no more* 
Some few there are of fordid mould, 
Who barter youth and bloom for gold ; 
Carelcfs with whom, or who they mat«. 
Love's paQjon*s all they will forfake. 
Such rebels given beneath the rod ; 
For Hymen's a vindicate God. 

Be joylefs every night he faid, 
Apd banen be thy nuptial bed ; 



Attend 
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Attend my fair to Wifdom's voice, 
A better fate may be thy choice; 
A marriage life to fpeak the .beft^ 
U ail a lottery confeft, 
Tis an important point to l:now, 
There's no ^^rfeSion here below^ 

" Han*s an odd compoundf after iiU 
AfiA ever has been fince the fall; 
Says that he loves -you from his foul, 
StiU man is proud, nor ^brooks coatroul. 
And tho' a .ilave in love's foft fchool. 
In wedlock claims a r)ght lo rule« 

The bed, in ftiorti his faults has got : 
If few tbeie £uilt$f then fltut him not* 
Wkh fome ij^cd -yoa> can't difpenfe« 
Aft ^ant of temper, and of fenfe* 

R For 
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For when the fun defcits tl^e Ikicf, 
And the dull, winter's evenings rifc^ 
Then for a hufband's focial pQw'r,- , 
To form the calm, conycrfivc homf 
The treafures of thy breaft explp:r^ ' 
And prize that more than golden ore* 

WRITTEN 
About a Month after J:he Birth of my Son. 

/^ THOMASi I' hope you*ll become 

My only, my dear little boy; 
A hopeful anid dutiful fon. 

And fill your glad parents with joy* 



When reafon and knowledge (hall dawni^ 
Then may. Ij i^tft- Jpleafure ^fpy> 



•By 



By the rays tliat appear in thtf Vnttrnp * 
That- the: iwen will''prodi*»^a^Wg<it '%^ 

May kind hkvdti prbtrffl'toy fti^ir'tpthf 
Till I deeply imprcfs on thy mind. 

Thy duty to Gop; ind^ t6 ttan, "' ^^*' - "^^ 
^With -febiimehts juft atfi Mirti;''^'^' '-'*' 

111 bid thee adore the Greit fejiuife, * * 
Who thy joys, or thy woes can increafc; 

Know well and .then ^raiftice^iiwJawsi . * 
As the only fore paflage to peace* 

The Volume Gdefthl exi)lore,' : '^ * - * 
For precepts tranfcendent thence flow. 

Twill bid thee in principle foar, ^ 
From all that's difgraceful or low; 

R 2 'Twill 



^will teach to each aft and defigiH 
Im hoam aa4 truth be yout guide^ 

la virtue, %nd proper)^ (hiae^ 
Apd-fhw to.exc^yjiui your pride. 

By guikt or hypoaiT^rt try 

"Ri lucres^ nor your name» nor your cheft ; 
And for fraud, let it never come nigh, 

Kor fiaia for a moment your breaft* 

Be opeur t^ clear as tke day^ • 

Low art and duplicity {com ; 
For this will a meanne(s betray. 

But that will youi conduA adorn. 

If knowledge you wi(h to obtain,. 
Let the fun ^feldom find you in bed; 

With 
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With vigour impregnate each vein, 
And with tfrifdbm impreighate your head. 

For e'er may my Thomas be foiindv 

With the wife and the good of the age; 

If with thefe you do not abound, 
Converfe with the well written page. 

In aught that through life yoii piirfuCy - 
Which reafon or prudence infpire ; s 

Be aftive and vigilant too, ' 

And conqueft fucceeds yOur defire. 

Should e'er you* behold the dear maid, 
Whofe charms fhall difpofe you to love. 

Bid reafon come into your aid. 

And then if you folly approve, ' '• 

R 3 Witk 
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With courage your pafiion difclofe. 
With honor purfujc till you've woOf. 

But prove not her worft of all foes^ 
To leave. her deceived oi: undone*. 

To inferiors be gentle and kind|. 

Benevolent toa if you caui;. 
To equals the free unconfin'd^ 

Obliging dilintr'efied.man.. 

To all whom dame Fortune (hall placei 
In Rations above my dear boyt 

Due deference (hew with a grace, 
That declares there's no guilt to. annoy .^ 

With mpdeft becoming, refpe^. 
While integrity fits on your brow ; 
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To thee wc dedicate this day, 
^o mourn for fin, ta faft and pray;. . 
Thy wondrotis works of old declapc^ 
The great effefls of fervent prayet» 

Does Mofes.but in fpirit groant 
l5o! it prevails before thy throne ;. 
The boiil'rous waves at once divide. 
And form a wall on eithei fidc« 

Again he liftelh up his hands, 
Ifrael a conquering army ftands^ 
But when his fervent fpirit fails, 
They fall and Amaleck prevailsi». 

The Ninevites its influence Knew, 
And jointly to thy footftool flew. 

They 
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They mourn, they faft, to heaven they c 

And turn th* impending judgment -by. 

.:)'■■:■. 

May we like them confefo our finr . 
The renovating work begin ; 
Timely avert thy vengeful rod, 
And Jacob-like prcvaul with God. 

} Our land, e»f flnfcing land proteft,. 

Our King^ and Senators direS ; 

Our fleets prefwve^ our armiei blefsf. 
i And bid the station fhout fuccefs.. 

Our foes, our envious -foes annoy, 
i And all their impious plots deftroy. 

I Let peace her wifh'd for banner fpread. 

And laurels deck our Sovereign's head. 

• * FINIS. 
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